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PHRY WARD. 2 vols.- 407 5/76. 
Mrs. Humphry Ward's newest work is 
characterised by all the keen knowledge 
of the nature of men and women of our day 
for which she is so justly famous. English 
parliamentary procedure plays a great part 
in the story, and in this respect we have 
the sensation of being truly ** behind the 
scenes." 


Round the Fire Stories. By 


A. CoNAN DOYLE. 1 vol.-4077. 
This new volume by the celebrated 
originator of the great detective, Sherlock 
Holmes, contains seventeen tales dealing 
with the bizarre, the terrible, and the 
gruesome. 


The Diva's Ruby. By F. 
MARION CRAWFORD. 2 vols.- 


4078/79. 

This sequel to“ Soprano” and “The 
Primadonna"' is full of dramatic scenes 
and situations, and tells us at last which of 
her various admirers the beautiful singer 
eventually marries. 


Salthaven. By W. W. Jacoss. 
I vol. - 4080. 
This new volume by the popular 
bumourist and delineator of seafaring 


and seaport characters is as fresh and 
breezy as any of his earlier works. 


The Great Miss Driver. By 


ANTHONY HOPE. 2 v.-408 1/82. 
A psychological study of a modern 
young woman. Miss Driver is a very 
striking portrait, and so sympathetic that 
her sins and peccadilloes are readily for- 
given. 


The Man who Understood 
Women, and Other Stories. 
By LEONARD MERRICK. 1 vol.- 


4083. 

Of Leonard Merrick Mr. W. D. 
Howells asks: ** Why is not this masterly 
novelist a master universally recognised 
and accepted?" and Henry Murray 
— “He is his own one and only 
rival.” 


Interplay. By BEATgicr 


RADEN. 2 vols. - 4084/t 

This romance of London life of 
is instinct with the poetry and | 
touches that characterised the at 
masterpiece ‘‘Ships that pass i 
Night." 


The Lowest Rung. By N 


CHOLMONDELEY. 1 vol.-4 
Clever and serious studies of life 
author of Diana Tempest" and 
Pottage. An interesting prefac 
scribes some of the writer’s literat 
periences. 


Problems of To-Day. 


ANDREW CARNEGIE. I v.-40 
Mr. Carnegie—a multi-millionairé 
has made his immense fortune by the 
of his own hands and brain—is pecu 
well fitted to treat ofsuch burning ques 
of our day as Property and Labi 
and Employer and Employed.” T 
essays are a valuable contribution t« 
literature on political economy. 


The Climber. By E. F. B 


SON. 2 vols.- 4088/89. 

A drama of modern English sot 
life, in which Mr. Benson, as in his o. A 
works, again shows his capacity for r 
ising the more intimate workings of er, 
human nature. 


The Waters of Jordan. 
HORACE ANNESLEY VACHE 


I vol.- 4090. 

Mr. Vachell is one of the foren 
English writers and is noted for the clex 
ness of his stories and studies of human 
A divorce case with interesting devol 
— underlies this new drama of modi 
ife. 


The Man of Property. 1 
JOHN GALSWORTHY. 2 vols 


4091/92. 

With the appearance of this work N 
Galsworthy took rank at once asone oft 
foremost English writers of our day. T 
story—a drama of middle-class English li 
and society—is most powerfully writte 
and pictures its characters to the life. 


] 


ja COLLECTION 


OF 


4 
B Vol. 4113. 
d AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Bv OSCAR WILDE. 


IN ONE VOLUME. 
4 


9 — IE n. n. 


TAUCHNITZ EDITION. 


By the same Author, 


THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY my) x. dr ie 
DE PROFUNDIS AND THE BALLAD OF RE ADING GAOL 
A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES Fino SOLNM C 
LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME, ETC. 


LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. . 


1 vol. 
1 vol. 
1 vol. 
1 vol. 


1 vol. 


53448 


AN IDEAL HUSBAND 


A PLAY 


BY 


OSCAR WILDE 


AUTHOR OF “THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY,” ETC. 


COPYRIGHT EDITION 


| 
! 
| 
LETDPZIG 
/ BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ 
Ls 
f 


1909. 


TO 


7 FRANK HARRIS 
A SLIGHT TRIBUTE TO 
HIS POWER AND DISTINCTION 
AS AN ARTIST 
HIS CHIVALRY AND NOBILITY 


AS A FRIEND. 


THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 


THE EARL OF CAVERSHAM, K.G. 

VISCOUNT GORING, his Son. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN, BART., Under-Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs. 

VICOMTE DE NANJAC, Attaché at the French Embassy 
in London. 

MR. MONTFORD. 

MASON, Butler to Sir Robert Chiltern. 

PHIPPS, Lord Goring’s Servant. 

JAMES | 


Footmen. 
HAROLD | 


LADY CHILTERN. 

LADY MARKBY. 

THE COUNTESS OF BASILDON. 

MRS. MARCHMONT. 

MISS MABEL CHILTERN, Sir Robert Chiltern's Sister. 
MRS. CHEVELEY. 


— VL, ou 


—— — E t ea ee 


— 


— en 


CAMCN OE iN —Ä ree = SSC Foe Se Pr 


———— RT E — m 2 8 


i 

THE SCENES OF THE PLAY. 1 
L 
Act I. The Octagon Room in Sir Robert Chiltern’s f 

House in Grosvenor Square. : 
- cgi A 
Act IL Morning-room in Sir Robert Chiltern’s House. | 4 

Act III. The Library of Lord Goring’s House in f i 
Curzon Street. l^ 
Act IV. Same as Act II. li 
m 
Tum: The Present. Ii 

PLACE: London. i 

< The action of the play is completed within | 
d twenty-four hours. j| | 
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i AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


i FIRST ACT. 


SCENE: 
The octagon room at Sir Robert Chiltern’s house 


in Grosvenor Square. 


(The room is brilliantly lighted and full of guests. 

* At the top of the staircase stands LADY CHi- 
| TERN, a woman of grave Greek beauty, about 
. twenty-seven years of age. She receives the 

guests as they come up. Over the well of the 

staircase hangs a great chandelier with wax- 

lights, which illumine a large eighteenth-century 

French tapestry — representing. the Triumph of 


Love, from a design by Boucher— that is 
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stretched~ on the staircase wall. On the right | 
is the entrance to the music-room. The sound 
of a string quartette is faintly heard. Ihe 
entrance on the left leads to other reception- Sa 
rooms. Mrs. MARCHMONT and Lapy BASILDON, 
two very pretty women, are seated together on a 
Louis Seize sofa. They are types of exquisite 
Jragility. Their affectation of manner has a delicate 
charm. Watteau would have loved to paint them.) 
Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
Going on to the Hartlocks’ to-night, Olivia? 
Lapy BASILDON. 
I suppose so. Are you? 
Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
Yes. Horribly tedious parties they give, don't 
they? 


Lapy BASILDON. 


Horribly tedious! Never know why I go. Never 


know: why I go anywhere. 


Mns. MARCHMONT. 
I come here to be educated. 
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Lapy BASILDON. 
Ah! I hate being educated! 


Mns. MARCHMONT. 
So dol It puts one almost on a level with the 


m commercial classes, doesn’t it? But dear Gertrude | 
Chiltern is always telling me that I should have i 
. some serious purpose in life. So I come here to try t 
to find one. 
Lapy BASILDON. : 

(Looking round through her lorgnette) I don’t 
see anybody here to-night whom one could pos- 
sibly call a serious purpose. The man who took | 
e in to dinner talked to me about his wife the 
whole time. 

Mns. MARCHMONT. | 


Ho very trivial of him! i 
Lapy BASILDON. ^ 

Terribly trivial! What did your man talk | | 
about? | 
| 

| 

| 


An Ideal Husband, 


dii Mns. MARCHMONT. 
About myself. 
7 ted 4 
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Lapy BASILDON. 


(Languidly.) And were you interested? 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
(Shaking her head.) Not in the smallest degree. 


Lapy BASILDON. 


What martyrs we are, dear Margaret! 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
(Riszng. And how well it becomes us, Olivia! i| 


(They rise and go towards the music-room. The 
VICOMTE DE NANJAC, a young attaché known for his 


neckties and his Anglomania, approaches with a low 


bow, and enters into conversation.) 


| MASON. 
(Announcing guests from the lop of the staircase.) s 
Mr. and Lady Jane Barford. Lord Caversham. 
L4. (Enter LORD CAVERSHAM, an old gentleman of 

seventy, wearing the riband and star of the Garter. 

A fine Whig type. Rather like a portrait by Law- 


rence.) 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. : 
Good evening, Lady Chiltern! Has my good- 
j for-nothing young son been here? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Smiling.) I don’t think Lord Goring has ar- 
y rived yet. ? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
1 (Coming up to LORD CAVERSHAM.) Why do you 
call Lord Goring good-for-nothing ? 


(MABEL CHILTERN is a perfect example of the 

English type of prettiness, the apple-blossom type. 

She has all the fragrance and freedom of a flower. 

= There is ripple after ripple of sunlight in her hair, 

| and the Tittle mouth, with its parted lips, is ex- 

pectant, like the mouth of a child. She has the 

fascinating tyranny of youth, and the astonishing 

courage of innocence. To sane people she is not 

reminiscent of any work of art. But she is really 

like a Tanagra statuette, and would be rather an- 
noyed if she were told so.) 


2* 
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LORD, CAVERSHAM. 


"Because he leads such an idle life. H 


D 
1 MABEL CHILTERN. 
How can you say such a thing? Why, he rides 


in the Row at ten o'clock in the morning, goes to 


t the Opera three times a week, changes his clothes | 4 
| at least five times a day, and dines out every night 1 
L of the season. You don't call that leading an idle 

life, do you? 5 

\ 

f LORD CAVERSHAM. 

* 


(Looking at her with a kindly twinkle in his 


eyes.) You are a very charming young lady! 


MABEL CHILTERN. = 

How sweet of youlto say that, Ļord Caversham! 

Do come to us more often. You know we are 4 
always at home on Wednesdays, and you look so 


well with your star! 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
Never go anywhere now. Sick of London 


Society. Shouldn’t mind being introduced to my 


4 
\ 
i 
| 
] 
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own tailor; he always votes on the right side. But 
object strongly to being sent down to dinner with 
my wife's milliner. Never could stand Lady Caver- 


sham's bonnets. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

Oh, I love London Society! I think it has im- 
mensely improved. It is entirely composed now of 
beautiful idiots and brilliant lunatics. Just what 
Society should be. 


LORD CAVERSHAM.. 

Hum! Which is Goring? Beautiful idiot, or the 
other thing? ; 

MABEL CHILTERN. 

(Gravely.) I have been obliged for the present. 
to put Lord Goring into a class quite by himself. 
But he is developing charmingly! 

Lorp CAVERSHAM. 

Into what? 

MABEL CHILTERN. 

(With a little curtsey) I hope to let you know 
very soon, Lord Caversham! 


N 
to 
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Mason, 
(Announcing guests). Lady Markby. Mrs. Cheve- 
ley. 


(Enter LADY, „MARKEY, and MRS. Epe 
ee 


4 t < 
LADY MARKEY 186 4 pasani hindly,| popular fobman,; 


T 
with gray hair à la 222 and & 886% — 5 Mus. 


CHEVELEY, who — her is tall Oho rather 


slight. Lips very thin and high -cblowed, à line 


of scarlet on a pallid face. F red hair, 
aquiline nose, and long jo Rogo accentuates. 
the natural paleness of) her complexión. G 22 — 
eves that move resilessly, | She is in heliotrope, with 
diamonds. She looks nie like an orchid, and 
makes great demands on one’s curiosity. In all her 
movements she is extremely graceful. A work of art, 
on the whole, but showing the influence of too many 


schools.) 


Lapy MARKBY. 
Good evening, dear Gertrude! So kind of you 
to let me bring my friend, Mrs. Cheveley. Two 


such charming women should know each other! 


Y4 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 


(Advances towards Mrs. CHEVELEY with a sweet » Y 


Zoe t 
smile, Then suddenly stops, and bows rather dis- 
tantly.) I think Mrs. Cheveley and I have met 

rs € 


L p cor, 


before. I did not know she had married à — li 


time. Mee on m el 


" exhi 3 ; tL 


pod oa La Makkhv. 

( enia) Ah, nowadays people marry as often 
as t ey cd, don't they? It is most fashionable. 
(To Ducuess or MARYBOROUGH.), » D Dear D 


Ane 
A 


^ 
1 
J 


and how is the Duke? — Brainstill weak A poset) 


E bo^ 
Well, that is nfi to be expected, iS it not? His 


good father was just the same. There is nothing, 


like race, is there? eje Wu rua 
gus 
Mns. CHEVELEY. 


(Playing with her fan.) But have we really met 
before, Lady Chiltern? I can't remember where. I 


have been out of England for so long. 


apy ORE. 


We were at school together, Mrs. Cheveley. 


* 
vu K 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Superciliously.) Indeed? I have forgotten all 
about my schooldays. I have a vague impression 
that they were detestable. 

Lapy CHILTERN. 

(Coldly.) Y am not surprised! 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Zn her sweetest manner.) Do you know, I am 
quite.looking forward to meeting your clever hus- 
band, Lady Chiltern. Since he has been at the 
Foreign Office, he has been so much talked of in 
Vienna. ‘They actually succeed in spelling his name 
right in the newspapers. ‘That in itself is fame, on 
the. continent. 

Lapy CHILTERN. 

I hardly think there will be much in common 
between you and my husband, Mrs. Cheveley! 
(Moves away.) 

VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 


Ah! chère Madame, quelle surprise! I have not 


seen you since Berlin! 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Not since Berlin, Vicomte. Five years ago! 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
And you are younger and more beautiful than 


ever. How do you manage. it? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
By making it a rule only to talk to perfectly 


charming people like yourself. 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
Ah! you flatter me. You butter me, as they 


say here. 
-« 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Do they say that here? How dreadful of them! 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 

Yes, they have a wonderful language. It should 
be more widely known. 

(SR ROBERT CHILTERN enters. A man of forty, 
but looking somewhat younger. Clean-shaven, with 
finely-cut features, dark-haired and dark-eyed. A 
personality of mark. Not popular—few personalities 
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are. But intensely admired by the few, and deeply 
respected by the many. The note of his manner is 
that of perfect distinction, with a slight touch of 
pride. One feels that he is conscious of the success 
he has made in life. A nervous temperament, with 
a tired look. The firmly-chiselled mouth and chin 
contrast strikingly with the romantic expression in 
the deep-set eyes. The variance is suggestive of an 
almost complete separation of passion and intellect, as 
though thought and emotion were each isolated in its 
own sphere through some violence of will-power. 
There ts nervousness in the nostrils, and in the pale, 
thin, pointed hands. It would be inaccurate to call 
him picturesque. — Picturesqueness cannot survive the 
House of Commons. But Vandyck would have liked 
to have painted his head.) 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Good evening, Lady Markby! I hope you have 
brought Sir John with you? 


Lapy Markey. 


Oh! I have brought a much more charming 


~~ 
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person than Sir John. Sir John’s temper since he 
has taken seriously to politics has become quite un- 
bearable. Really, now that the House of Commons 
is trying to become useful, it does a great deal of 
harm. 

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I hope not, Lady Markby. At any rate we do 
our best to waste the public time, don't we? But 
who is this charming person you have been kind 
enough to bring to us? 

LADY Markey. 

Her name is Mrs. Cheveley! One of the Dorset- 
shire Cheveleys, I suppose. But I really don’t know. 
Families are so mixed nowadays. Indeed, as a rule, 


everybody turns out to be somebody else. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Mrs. Cheveley? I seem to know the name. 
LADY MARKBY. 
She has just arrived from Vienna. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Ah! yes. I think I know whom you mean. 
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L LADY Markey. 
| Oh! she goes everywhere there, and has such 
pleasant scandals about all her friends. I really 
must go to Vienna next winter. I hope there is a 
good chef at the Embassy. 
SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

If there is not, the Ambassador will certainly 

have to be recalled. Pray point out Mrs. Cheveley 


to me. I should like to see her. 


LADY Markey. 
Let me introduce you. (Zo Mrs. CHEVELEY.) 


My dear, Sir Robert Chiltern is dying to know you! 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
| (Bowing.) Everyone is dying to know the 
T brilliant Mrs. Cheveley. Our a//achés at Vienna 


write to us about nothing else. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Thank you, Sir Robert. An acquaintance that 
begins with a compliment is sure to develop into a 
real friendship. It starts in the right manner. And 


I find that I know Lady Chiltern already. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Really? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Yes. She has just reminded me that we were 
at school together. I remember it perfectly now. 
She always got the good conduct prize. I have a 
distinct recollection of Lady Chiltern always getting 


the good conduct prize! 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Smiling.) And what prizes did you get, Mrs. 
Cheveley? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
My prizes came a little later on in life. I don’t 
think any of them were for good conduct. I 


forget! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I am sure they were for something charming! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
I don’t know that women are always rewarded 
for being charming. I think they are usually 


— —— > 
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punished for it! Certainly, more women grow old 
nowadays through the faithfulness of their admirers 
than through anything else! At least that is the 
only way I can account for the terribly haggard 


look of most of your pretty women in London! 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

What an appalling philosophy that sounds! To 
attempt to classify you, Mrs. Cheveley, would be an 
impertinence. But may I ask, at heart, are you an 
optimist or a pessimist? "Those seem to be the only 


two fashionable religions left to us nowadays. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Oh, Pm neither. Optimism begins in a broad 
grin, and Pessimism ends with blue spectacles. Be- 


sides, they are both of them merely poses. 


SR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


You prefer to be natural? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Sometimes. But it is such a very difficult pose 
to keep up. 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

What would those modern psychological novelists, 
of whom we hear so much, say to such a theory as 
that? 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Ah! the strength of women comes from the fact 

that psychology cannot explain us. Men can be 


analysed, women . . . merely adored. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
You think science cannot grapple with the pro- 
blem of women? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Science can never grapple with the irrational. 
That is why it has no future before it, in this world. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 


And women represent the irrational. 
Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Well-dressed women do. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(With a polite bow.) I fear I could hardly agree 
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And now tell 


with you there. But do sit down. 


me, what makes you leave your brilliant Vienna for 


our gloomy London—or perhaps the question is in- 


discreet ? / 
9 
Í 
l | 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. j 
Questions are never indiscreet. Answers some- f 
i 
times are. f 
Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
. Y 
Well, at any rate, may I know if it is politics or 
pleasure? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Politics are my only pleasure. You see nowadays fi 


it is not fashionable to flirt till one is forty, or to be 
romantic till one is forty-five, so we poor women who 
are under thirty, or say we are, have nothing open 
to us but politics or philanthropy. And philanthropy 
seems to me to have become simply the refuge of 
people who wish to annoy their fellow-creatures. I 
prefer politics. I think they are more . . . be- 


coming! 


oe 


- 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


A political life is a noble career! 


e 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Sometimes. And sometimes it is a clever game, 


— * 
Sir Robert. And’ sometimes it is a great nuisance. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Which do you find it? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I? A combination of all three. (Drops her fan.) 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Picks up fan.) Allow me! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Thanks. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
But you have not told me yet what makes you 
honour London so suddenly Our season is almost 


over. 


Mrs, CHEVELEY. 


Oh! I don’t care about the London season! It 
An Ideal Husband, 3 
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is ‘too matrimonial. People are either hunting for 
husbands, or hiding from them. I wanted to meet 
you. It is quite true. You know what a woman's 
curiosity is. Almost as great as a man's! I wanted 
immensely to meet you, and . . . to ask you to do 


something for me. 2 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I hope it is not a little thing, Mrs. Cheveley. I 
find that little things are so very difficult to do. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(After a moment’s reflection.) No, I don't think it 


is quite a little thing. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I am so glad. Do tell me what it is. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Later on. (A/ses) And now may I walk through 
your beautiful house? I hear your pictures are 
charming. Poor Baron Arnheim—you remember the 
Baron?—used to tell me you had some wonderful 


Corots. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(With an almost imperceptible start.) Did you 


know Baron Arnheim well? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Smiling.) Intimately.. Did you? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


At one time. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Wonderful man, wasn’t he? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(After a pause.) He was very remarkable, in 


many ways. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
I often think it such a pity he never wrote his 


memoirs. They would have been most interesting. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Yes: he knew men and cities well, like the old 
Greek. 


3° 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. à 
Without the dreadful disadvantage of having a 
Penelope waiting at home for him. 


MASON. 

Lord Goring. 

(Enter Lord Gorinc. Thirty-four, but always 
says he is younger. A well-bred, expressionless face. 
He is clever, but would not like to be thought so. A 
flawless dandy, he would be annoyed if he were con- 
sidered romantic. He plays with life, and is on 
perfectly good terms with the world. He is fond of 


being misunderstood. Il gives him a post of vantage.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Good evening, my dear Arthur! Mrs. Cheveley, 
allow me to introduce to you Lord Goring, the idlest 
man in London. 

Mns. CHEVELEY. 


I have met Lord Goring before. 


LORD GORING. 
(Bowing), I did not think you would remember 


me, Mrs. Cheveley. 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
My memory is under admirable control. And 


are you still a bachelor? 


Lorp GoRiNG. 


I... believe so. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


j- How very romantic! 


LORD GORING. 
Oh! I am not at all romantic. I am not old 


enough. I leave romance to my seniors. 


SR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Lord Goring is the result of Boodle’s Club, Mrs. 
Cheveley. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
He reflects every credit on the institution. 


* 


LORD GORING. 
May I ask are you staying in London long? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
That depends partly on the weather, partly on 
the cooking, and partly on Sir Robert. 
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SN ROBERT CHILTERN. 
You are not going to plunge us into a European 
war, I hope? 
x 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
There is no danger, at present! 
(She nods to LORD GORING, with a look of amuse- 
ment in her eyes, and goes out with Sik ROBERT 
CHILTERN. LORD GORING saunters over to MABEL 


CHILTERN.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


You are very late! 


LORD GORING. 


Have you missed me? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Awfully! 


LORD GORING. 
Then I am sorry I did not stay away longer. I 


like being missed. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


—— — 


How very selfish of you! 
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LORD GORING. 


I am very selfish. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
You are always telling me of your bad qualities, 


Lord Goring. 


LORD GORING. 
I have only told you half of them as yet, Miss 
Mabel ! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Are the others very bad? 


LORD GORING. 
Quite dreadful! When I think of them at night 


I go to sleep at once. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Well, I delight in your bad qualities. I wouldn’t 


have you part with one of them. 


LORD GORING. 
How very nice of you! But then you are always 


nice. By the way, I want tọ ask you a question, 


— — — —ę— 
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Miss Mabel. Who brought Mrs. Cheveley here? That 
woman in heliotrope, who has just gone out of the 


room with your brother? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Oh, I think Lady Markby brought her. Why do 


you ask? 
LORD GORING. 5 
I haven't seen her for years, that is all. 
MABEL CHILTERN. 
What an absurd reason! 
LORD GORING. 
All reasons are absurd. 


MABEL CHILTERN. i 


What sort of woman is she? 


LORD GORING. 
Oh! a genius in the daytime and a beauty at 


night! 


MABEL CHILTERN: 


Į dislike her already. 
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LORD GORING. 


That shows your admirable good taste. 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
(Approaching. Ah, the English young lady is 
the! dragon of good taste, is she not? Quite the 
dragon of good taste. 


go LORD GORING. 


So the newspapers are always telling us. 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
I read all your English newspapers. I find them 
so amusing. 
LORD GORING. 


Then, my dear Nanjac, you must certainly read 
between the lines. 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
I should like to, but my professor objects. (Zo 
MABEL CHILTERN.) May I have the pleasure of 
escorting-you to the music-room, Mademoiselle? 


) MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Looking very disappointed.y Delighted, Vicomte, 


ee —— 


t- 
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quite delighted! (Turning to LORD GORING.) Aren't 


you coming to the music-room? 


LORD GORING. 


Not if there is any music going on, Miss Mabel. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Severely.) The music is in German. You would 
not understand it. 
(Goes out with the VICOMTE DE NANJAC. LORD 


CAVERSHAM comes up to hts son.) 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Well, sir! what are you doing here? Wasting 
your life as usual! You should be in bed, sir. You 
keep too late hours! I heard of you the other night 
at Lady Rufford’s dancing till four o’clock in the 


morning! 


LORD GORING. 


Only a quarter to four, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


Can't make out how you stand London Society. 
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The thing has goné to the dogs, a lot of damned 
nobodies talking about nothing. 


j LORD GORING. 
I love talking about nothing, father. It is the ` 


only thing I know anything about. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. f 
You seem to me to be living entirely for plea- 


sure, 


LORD GORING. 
What else is there to live for, father? Nothing 
ages like happiness. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


You are heartless, sir, very heartless. 


LORD GORING. 
I hope not, father. Good evening, Lady Basil- 
don. 


Lapy BASILDON. 
(Arching two pretty eyebrows.) Are you here? 


I had no idea you ever came to political parties! 


AN 
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LORD GORING. 
I adore political parties. They are the only place 


left to us where people don’t talk politics. 


Lapy BASILDON. ' 
I delight in talking politics. I talk them all day 
long. But I can’t bear listening to them. I don’t 
know-how the unfortunate men in the House stand 


these long debates. 


LORD GORING. 


By never listening. 


Lapy BASILDON. 

Really? 

LORD GORING. 

(In his most serious manner.) Of course. You 
see, it is a very dangerous thing to listen. If one 
listens one may be convinced; and a man who allows 
himself to be convinced by an argument is a thoroughly 


unreasonable person. 


Lapy BASILDON. 


Ah! that accounts for so much in men that I 
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have never understood, and so much in women that 


their husbands never appreciate in them! $ 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
(With a sigh.) Our husbands never appreciate 
anything in us. We have to go to others for ~ 


that! 


Lapy BASILDON. 


NR 


! (Emphatically. Yes, always to others, have we f 
not? 
LORD GORING. 

(Smiling.) And those are the views of the two 
ladies who are known to have the most admirable 
husbands in London. 

Mrs. MARCHMONT. 

That is exactly what we cant stand. My i 

Reginald.is quite hopelessly faultless. He is really 


unendurably so, at times! There is not the smallest 


element of excitement in knowing him. 


LORD GORING. 
How terrible! Really, the thing should be more 


widely known! 
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Lapy BASILDON. 


E he was a bachelor. 
| 


Mns. MARCHMONT. 


are well punished for it. 
LORD GORING. 


were punished. 


MRs. MARCHMONT. 


i tragic how much they trust us. 


i 
} ; Lapy BASILDON, 
| 


Perfectly tragic! 


LORD GORING. 


Or comic, Lady Basildon? 


Basildon is quite as bad; he is as domestic as if 


(Pressing Lapy BASILDON’S hand.) 


Olivia! We have married perfect husbands, and we 


I should have thought it was the husbands who 


1 (Drawing herself up.) Oh, dear no! 


as happy as possible! And as for trusting us, it is 
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LADY BASILDON. 


Certainly not comic, Lord Goring. How unkind 2 


of you to suggest such a thing! (os 


Mns. MARCHMONT. 
I am afraid Lord Goring is in the camp of the 
enemy, as usual I saw him talking to that Mrs. 


Cheveley when he came in. 


LORD GORING. 


Handsome woman, Mrs. Cheveley! 


Lapy BASILDON. 
(Stiffy.) Please don’t praise other women in (1 
our presence. You might wait for us to do that! 


Lorp GoRiNG. 
I did wait. 
Mns. MARCHMONT 


Well we are not going to praise her. I hear 


she went to the Opera on Monday night, and told 
Tommy Rufford at supper that, as far as she could 


see, London Society was entirely made up of dowdies 


and dandies. 


T dudit me Mid 
aL a. 
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LORD GORING. 
She is quite right, too. The men are all dowdies 


and the women are all dandies, aren’t they? 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
(After a pause.) Oh! do you really think that is 
what Mrs. Cheveley meant? 
LORD GORING. 
Of course. And a very sensible remark for 
Mrs. Cheveley to make, too. 
(Enter MABEL CHILTERN. She joins the group.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

Why are you talking about Mrs. Cheveley? 
Everybody is talking about Mrs. Cheveley! Lord 
Goring says—what did you say, Lord Goring, about 
Mrs. Cheveley? Oh! I remember, that she was a 
genius in the daytime and a beauty at night. 

Lapy BASILDON. 

What a horrid combination!’ So very unnatural! 
Mrs. MARCHMONT, 

(In her most dreamy manner.) I like looking at 


geniuses, and listening to beautiful people, 


39 ee ak 
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LORD GORING. 
Ah! that is morbid of you, Mrs. Marchmont! 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 

(Brightening to a look of real pleasure.) I am so 
glad to hear you say that. Marchmont and I have 
been married for seven years, and he has never once 
told me that I was morbid. Men are so painfully 
unobservant! 

Lapy BASILDON. 

(Turning to her.) I have always said, dear Mar- 
garet, that you were the most morbid person in 
London. 

Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
Ah! but you are always sympathetic, Olivia! 
MABEL CHILTERN. 

Is it morbid to have a desire for food? I have a 
great desire for food. Lord Goring, will you give 

me some supper? 


LORD GORING. 


With pleasure, Miss Mabel. (Moves away with 


| 
her.) ) 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
j- How horrid you have been! You have never 


H talked to me the whole evening! 


p^ : LORD GORING. | 
How could I? You went away with the child- l 
diplomatist. 3 
MABEL CHILTERN. 

You might have followed us. Pursuit would ! 
have been only polite. I domt think I like you at ! 


* all this evening! 


LORD GORING. 


I like you immensely. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


Well, I wish you’d show it in a more marked 


way! (They go downstairs.) 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 


Olivia, I have a curious feeling of absolute faint- 


ness. I think I should like some supper very much. 


I know I should like some supper. 
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Lapy BASILDON. 
I am positively dying for supper, Margaret! 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
Men are so horribly selfish, they never think of 


these things. 


Lapy BASILDON. 
Men are grossly material, grossly material! 

(The VICOMTE DE NANJAC enters from the music-room 
wilh some other guests. After having carefully 
examined all the people present, he approaches 
Lapy BASILDON.) 


VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
May I have the honour of taking you down to 


supper, Comtesse? 


Lapy BASILDON. 
(Coldly.) I never take supper, thank you, Vicomte. 
(The VicowTE is about to retire. LADY BASILDON, 
seeing this, rises at once and takes his arm.) But I 


will come down with you with pleasure. 
4* 
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VICOMTE DE NANJAC. 
I am so fond of eating! I am very English in 
all my tastes. 
Lapy BASILDON. 
You look quite English, Vicomte, quite English. 
(They pass out. MR. MONTFORD, a perfectly groomed 


young dandy, approaches MRS. MARCHMONT.) 


Mr. Montrorp. 


Like some supper, Mrs. Marchmont? 


Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
9 Thank you, Mr. Montford, I never 
touch supper. (Rises hastily and takes his arm.) But 
I will sit beside you, and watch you. 


Mr. Montrorp. x, 
I don’t know that I like being watched when I 
am eating! 
Mrs. MARCHMONT. 


Then I will watch someone else. 


- 


Mn. Montrorp. 
I don't know that I should like that either. 
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Mrs. MARCHMONT. 
(Severely.) Pray, Mr. Montford, do not make 
these painful scenes of jealousy in public! 

(They go downstairs with the other guests, passing 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN and Mrs. CHEVELEY, who 
now enter.) 

Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
And are you going to any of our country-houses 


before you leave England, Mrs. Cheveley? 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Oh, no! Ican't stand your English house-parties. 
In England people actually try to be brilliant at 
breakfast. That is so dreadful of them! Only dull 
people are brilliant at breakfast. And then the 
family skeleton is always reading family prayers. 
My stay in England really depends on you, Sir 
Robert. (Sits down on the sofa.) 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Taking a seat beside her.) Seriously? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Quite seriously. I want to talk to you about a 
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great political and financial scheme, about this Argen- 


tine Canal Company, in fact. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
What a tedious, practical subject for you to talk 


about, Mrs. Cheveley! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Oh, I like tedious, practical subjects. What I 
don’t like are tedious, practical people. There is a 
wide difference. Besides, you are interested, I know, 
in International Canal schemes. You were Lord 
Radley’s secretary, weren’t you, when the Govern- 


ment bought the Suez Canal shares? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Yes. But the Suez Canal was a very great and 
splendid undertaking. It gave us our direct route 
to India. It had imperial value. It was necessary 
that we should have control. This Argentine scheme 


is a commonplace Stock Exchange swindle. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
A speculation, Sir Robert! A brilliant, daring 


speculation. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Believe me, Mrs. Cheveley, it is a swindle. Let 
us call things by their proper names. It makes 
matters simpler. We have all the information about 
it at the Foreign Office. In fact, I sent out a special 
Commission to enquire into the matter privately, and 
they report that the works are hardly begun, and as 
for the money already subscribed, no one seems to 
know what has become of it. The whole thing is 
a second Panama, and with not a quarter of the 
chance of success that miserable affair ever had. I 
hope you have not invested in it. I am sure you 


are far too clever to have done that. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I have invested very largely in it. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Who could have advised you to do such a 
foolish thing? 


Mns CHEVELEY. 


Your old friend—and mine. 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Who? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Baron Arnheim. 


Sik ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Frowning.) Ah! yes. I remember hearing, at 
the time of his death, that he had been mixed up 


in the whole affair. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
It was his last romance. His last but one, to 


do him justice. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Rising.) But you have not seen my Corots yet. 
They are in the music-room. Corots seem to go 


with music, don’t they? May I show them to you? 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
(Shaking her head. I am not in a mood to- 
night for silver twilights, or rose-pink dawns. I want 
to talk business. «(Motions to him with her fan to 


sit down again beside her.) 
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Sik ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I fear I have no advice to give you, Mrs. Cheveley, 
except to interest yourself in something less dan- 
gerous. The success of the Canal depends, of course, 
on the attitude of England, and I am going to lay 
the report of the Commissioners before the House 


to-morrow night. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
That you must not do. In your own interests, 
Sir Robert, to say nothing of mine, you must not do 
that. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Looking at her in wonder.) In my own interests? 
My dear Mrs. Cheveley, what do you mean? (Sits 
down beside her.) 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 

Sir Robert, I will be quite frank with you. I 
want you to withdraw the report that you had in- 
tended to lay before the House, on the ground that 
you have reasons to believe that the Commissioners 


have been prejudiced or misinformed, or something. 
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Then I want you to say a few words to the effect 
that the Government is going to reconsider the ques- 
tion, and that you have reason to believe that the 
Canal, if completed, will be of great international 
value. You know the sort of things ministers say in 
cases of this kind. A few ordinary platitudes will do. 
In modern life nothing produces such an effect as a 
good platitude. It makes the whole world kin. Will 
you do that for me? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Mrs. Cheveley, you cannot be serious in making 


me such a proposition! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I am quite serious. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Coldly.) Pray allow me to believe that you 


are not. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Speaking with great deliberation and emphasis.) 
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Ah! but I am. And if you do what I ask you, I... 


will pay you very handsomely! 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Pay me! 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Yes. 
SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I am afraid I don’t quite understand what you 


mean. 


MRS. CHEVELEY. 
(Leaning back on the sofa and looking at him.) 
How very disappointing! And I have come all the 
way from Vienna in order that you should thoroughly 


understand me. 


SR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I fear I don’t. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
(In her most nonchalant manner.) My dear Sir 
Robert, you are a man of the world, and you have 


your price, I suppose. Everybody has nowadays. 
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The drawback is that most people are so dreadfully 
expensive. I know I am. I hope you will be more 


reasonable in your terms. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Rises indignantly.) If you will allow me, I will 
call your carriage for you. You have lived so long 
abroad, Mrs. Cheveley, that you seem to be unable 
to realise that you are talking to an English gentle- 
man. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Detains him by touching his arm with her fan, 
and keeping it there while she is talking.) I realise 
that I am talking to a man who laid the foundation 
of his fortune by selling to a Stock Exchange spe- 


culator a Cabinet secret. 


Str ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Biting his lip.) What do you mean? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Rising and facing him.) I mean that I know 
the real origin of your wealth and your career, and 


I have got your letter, too. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
What letter? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Contemptuously.) The letter you wrote to Baron 
Arnheim, when you were Lord Radley’s secretary, 
telling the Baron to buy Suez Canal shares—a letter 
* written three days before the Government announced 


its own purchase. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Hoarsely.) It is not true. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
You thought that letter had been destroyed. 


How foolish of you! It is in my possession. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
The affair to which you allude was no more than 
a speculation. The House of Commons had not yet 


passed the bill; it might have been rejected. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
It was a swindle, Sir Robert. Let us call things 


by their proper names. It makes everything simpler, 
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And now I am going to sell you that letter, and the 
price I ask for it is your public support of the 
Argentine scheme. You made your own fortune out 
of one canal. You must help me and my friends 


to make our fortunes out of another! 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


— 


It is infamous, what you propose infamous! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Oh, no! This is the game of life as we all have 


to play it, Sir Robert, sooner or later! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I cannot do what you ask me. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
You mean you cannot help doing it. You know 
you are standing .on the edge of a precipice. And 
it is not for you to make terms. It is for you to 


accept them. Supposing you refuse 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
What then? 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

My dear Sir Robert, what then? You are ruined, 
that is all! Remember to what a point your Puri- 
tanism in England has brought you. In old days 
nobody pretended to be a bit better than his neigh- 
bours. In fact, to be a bit better than one’s neigh- 
bour was considered excessively vulgar and middle- 
class. Nowadays, with our modern mania for mo- 
rality, everyone has to pose as a paragon of purity, 
incorruptibility, and all the other seven deadly 


virtues: 


like ninepins—one after the other. Not a year passes 
in England without somebody disappearing. Scandals 
used to lend charm, or at least interest, to a man— 
now they crush him. And yours is a very nasty 
scandal. You couldn’t survive it. If it were known 
that as a young man, secretary to a great and jm- 
portant minister, you sold a Cabinet secret for a 
large sum of money, and that that was the origin of 
your wealth and career, you would be hounded out 
of public life, you would disappear completely. And 
after all, Sir Robert, why should you sacrifice your 


and what is the result? You all go over 
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entire future rather than deal diplomatically with 


your enemy? For the moment I am your enemy. 
I admit it! And I am much stronger than you are. 
The big battalions are on my side. You have a 
splendid position, but it is your splendid position 
that makes you so vulnerable. You can’t defend it! 
And I am in attack. Of course I have not talked 
morality to you. You must admit in fairness that I 
"| have spared you that. Years ago you did à clever, 
unscrupulous thing; it turned out a great success. 
You owe to it your fortune and position. And now 
you have got to pay for it. Sooner or later we all 
have to pay for what we do. You have to pay now. 
Before I leave you to-night, you have got to promise 
me to suppress your report, and to speak in the 


House in favour of this scheme. 


1 | 
| Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

į 
| 


What you ask is impossible. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
You must make it possible. You are going to 


make it possible. Sir Robert, you know what your 
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English newspapers ate like. Suppose that when I 
leave this house I drive down to some newspaper 
office, and give them this scandal and the proofs of 
it! Think of their loathsome joy, of the delight they 
would have in dragging you down, of the mud and 
mire they would plunge you in. Think of the hypo- 
crite with his greasy smile penning his leading 
article, and arranging the foulness of the public 
placard. 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Stop! You want me to withdraw the report and 

to make a short speech stating that I believe there 


are possibilities in the scheme? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Sitting down on the sofa.) Those are my terms. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Zn a low voice.) I will give you any sum of 
money you want. 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Even you are not rich enough, Sir Robert, to buy 


back your past. No man is. 
An Ideal Husband. 
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SR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I will not do what you ask me. I will not. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
You have to. If you don’t... (Rises from the 
sofa.) 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Bewildered and unnerved.) Wait a moment! 
What did you propose? You said that you would 


give me back my letter, didn’t you? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Yes. That is agreed. I will be in the Ladies’ 
Gallery to-morrow night at half-past eleven. If by 
that time—and you will have had heaps of op- 
portunity—you have made an announcement to the 
House in the terms I wish, I shall hand you back 
your letter with the prettiest thanks, and the best, 
or at any rate the most suitable, compliment I can 
think of. I intend to play quite fairly with you. 
One should always play fairly ... When one has 
the winning cards. The Baron taught me that... 


amongst other things. 
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Str ROBERT CHILTERN. 
You must let me have time to consider your 


proposal. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


No; you must settle now! 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


n Give me a week—three days! 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Impossible! I have got to telegraph to Vienna 


to-night. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


My God! what brought you into my life? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Circumstances. (Moves towards the door.) 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Don’t go. I consent. The report shall be with- 
drawn. I will arrange for a question to be put to 


| me on the subject. * 


| Mns. CHEVELEY. 


Thank you. I knew we should come to an 
E 


— . 
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amicable agreement. I understood your nature from 


the first. I analysed you, though you did not adore 


me. And now you can get my carriage for me, Sir 

Robert. I see the people coming up from supper, 

and Englishmen always get romantic after a meal, 
and that bores me dreadfully. 

(Exit Sm ROBERT CHILTERN.) 

(Enter Guests, LADY CHILTERN, LADY Markey, 

Lorp CAVERSHAM, LADY BASILDON, Mns. MARCHMONT, : 


Li 
VICOMTE DE Nanjac, Mn. MONTFORD.) 


Lapy Markey. 
Well, dear Mrs. Cheveley, I hope you have 
enjoyed yourself. Sir Robert is very entertaining, is 


he not? 


Mrs, CHEVELEY. 
Most entertaining! I have enjoyed my talk with 
him immensely. 


LADY Markey. 
He has had a very interesting and brilliant 
career. And he has married a most admirable wife. 


Lady Chiltern is a woman of the very highest 


— e: 
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principles, I am glad to say. I am a little too old 
now, myself, to trouble about setting a good example, 
but I always admire people who do. And Lady 
Chiltern has a very ennobling effect on life, though 
her dinner-parties are rather dull sometimes. But 
one can't have everything, can one? And now I 


must go, dear. Shall I call for you to-morrow? 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Thanks. 


Lany Marksy. 
We might drive in the Park at five. Everything 


looks so fresh in the Park now! 


Mrs: CHEVELEY. 


Except the people! 


LADY Markey. 

Perhaps the people are a little jaded. I have 
often observed that the Season as it goes on pro- 
duces, a kind of softening of the brain. However, I 
think anything is better than high intellectual pres- 
sure. That is the most unbecoming thing there is, 
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It makes the noses of the young girls so particularly 
large. And there is nothing so difficult to marry as 
a large nose, men don’t like them. Good night, 
dear! (To Lapy CHILTERN.) Good night, Gertrude! 


(Goes out on LORD CAVERSHAM’S arm.) 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
What a charming house you have, Lady 
Chiltern! I have spent a delightful evening. It has 
_been so interesting getting to know your husband. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Why did you wish to meet my husband, Mrs. 
Cheveley? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Oh, I will tell you. I wanted to interest him in 
this Argentine Canal scheme, of which I daresay 
you have heard. And I found him most susceptible, 
—susceptible to reason, I mean. A rare thing in a 
man. I converted.him in ten minutes. He is going 
to make a speech in the House to-morrow night in 
favour of the idea. We must go to the Ladies' 


Gallery and hear him! It will be a great occasion! 


— 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
There must be some mistake. That scheme 


could never have my husband’s support. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Oh, I assure you it’s all settled. I don’t regret 
my tedious journey from Vienna now. It has been 
$ a great success. But, of course, for the next twenty- 


four hours the whole thing is a dead secret. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


(Gently.) A secret? Between whom? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(With a flash of amusement in her eyes.) Be- 
tween your husband and myself. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Entering.) Your carriage is here, Mrs. Cheveley! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Thanks! Good evening, Lady Chiltern! Good 
night, Lord Goring! I am at Claridge’s. Don’t you 


think you might leave a card? 
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LORD GORING. 


If you wish it, Mrs. Cheveley! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Oh, don’t be so solemn about it, or I shall be 
obliged to leave a card on you. In England I sup- 
pose that would be hardly considered ez règle. 
Abroad, we are more civilised. Will you see me 
down, Sir Robert? Now that we have both the 
same interests at heart we shall be great friends, I 
hope! 

(Sails out on SiR ROBERT CHILTERN'S arm. LADY 
CHILTERN goes to the top of the staircase and looks 
down at them as they descend. Her expression is 
troubled. After a little time she is joined by some of 
the guests, and passes with them into another recep- 


tion-room.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


What a horrid woman! 


LORD GORING. 


You should go to bed, Miss Mabel, 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
Lord Goring! 


LORD GORING. 
My father told me to go to bed an hour ago. 
I don’t see why I shouldn’t give you the same ad- 
vice. I always pass on good advice. It is the only r 


* thing to do with it. It is never of any use to oneself. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

Lord Goring, you are always ordering me out of 
the room. I think it most courageous of you. 
Especially as I am not going to bed for hours. r 
(Goes over to the sofa.) You can come and sit down 
if you like, and talk about anything in the world, 
except the Royal Academy, Mrs. Cheveley, or novels 
in Scotch dialect. They are not improving. subjects. E 

A (Catches sight of something that is lying on the sofa 
half hidden by the cushion.) What is this? Some- 
one has dropped a diamond brooch! Quite beauti- 
ful, isn’t it? (Shows it to him.) I wish it was mine, 
but Gertrude won’t let me wear anything but pearls, 


and I am thoroughly sick of pearls, They make 
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one look so plain, so good and so intellectual. I 


wonder whom the brooch belongs to. 


Lonp GoRiNG. 


I wonder who dropped it. 


` MABEL CHILTERN. 


It is a beautiful brooch. 


Lorp GORING. 


It is a handsome bracelet. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


It isn’t a bracelet. Its a brooch. 


LORD GORING. 
It can be used as a bracelet. (Takes zt from her, 
and, pulling out a green letter-case, puts the orna- 
ment carefully in it, and replaces the whole thing in 


his breast-pocket with the most perfect sangfroid.) 
MABEL CHILTERN. 
What are you doing? 
LORD GORING. 


Miss Mabel, I am going to make a rather strange 


request to you. 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Eagerly.) Oh, pray do! I have been waiting 


for it all the evening. 


LORD GORING. 
(Is a little taken aback, but recovers himself.) 
Don't mention to anybody that.I have taken charge 
ý of this brooch. Should anyone write and claim it, 


let me know at once. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


That is a strange request. 


LORD GORING. 
Well, you see I gave this brooch to somebody 


once, years ago. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
You did? 


LORD GORING. 
Yes. 
(Lapy CHILTERN enters alone. The other guests 


have gone.) 
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: MABEL CHILTERN. 
Then I shall certainly bid you good night. 
Good night, Gertrude! (Exil.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Good night, dear! (Zo Lorp Gorinc.) You 


$ saw whom Lady Markby brought here to-night? 


LORD GORING. 
Yes. It was an unpleasant surprise. What did 


she come here for? 


LaDy CHILTERN. 
Apparently to try and lure Robert to uphold 
some fraudulent scheme in which she is interested. 


The Argentine Canal, in fact. 


LORD GORING. 


She has mistaken her man, hasn’t she? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
] She is incapable of understanding an upright 


nature like my husband's! 


LORD GORING. 


Yes I should fancy she came to grief if she 
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tried to get Robert into her toils. It is extra- 
ordinary what astounding mistakes clever women 


make. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
I don’t call women of that kind clever. I call 


them stupid! 


a 
LORD GORING. 
Same thing often. Good night, Lady Chiltern! 
LADY CHILTERN. 
Good night! 
(Enter SiR ROBERT CHILTERN.) 
3 Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


My dear Arthur, ydu are not going? Do stop a 
little! 


LORD GORING. 
Afraid I can’t, thanks. I have promised to look 
in at the Hartlocks. I believe they have got a 
mauve Hungarian band that plays mauve Hungarian 


music. See you soon. Good-bye! (Exit.) 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


How beautiful you look to-night, Gertrude! 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Robert, it is not true, is it? You are not going 
to lend your support to this Argentine speculation? 


You couldn’t! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Starting) Who told you I intended to do so? 


LADY ‘CHILTERN. 

That woman who has just gone out, Mrs. 
Cheveley, as she calls herself now. She seemed to 
taunt me with it. Robert, I know this woman. 
You don’t. We were at school together. She was 
untruthful, dishonest, an evil influence on everyone 
whose trust or friendship she could win. I hated, I 
despised her. She stole things, she was a thief. 
She was sent away for being a thief. Why do you 


let her influence you? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Gertrude, what you tell me may be true, but it 
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happened many years ago. It is best forgotten! 
Mrs. Cheveley may have changed since then. No 
one should be entirely judged by their past. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Sadly.) One’s past is what one is. It is the 
only way by which people should be judged. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


That is a hard saying, Gertrude! 


LADY CHILTERN. 

It is a true saying, Robert. And what did she 
mean by boasting that she had got you to lend your 
support, your name, to a thing I have heard ‘you 
describe as the most dishonest and fraudulent 


scheme there has ever been in political life? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Biting his lip.) I was mistaken in the view I 


took. We all may make mistakes. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


But you told me yesterday that you had re- 
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ceived the report from the Commission, and that it 


entirely condemned the whole thing. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Walking up and down.) I have reasons now to 
believe that the Commission was prejudiced, or, at 
any rate, misinformed. Besides, Gertrude, public 
and private life are different things. They have 


different laws, and move on different lines. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
They should both represent man at his highest. 


I see no difference between them. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Stopping.) In the present case, on a matter of 
practical politics, I have changed my mind. That 


is all. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Sternly.) Yes! 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
Robert! Oh! it is horrible that I should have 
to ask you such a question—Robert, are you telling 


me the whole truth? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Why do you ask me such a question? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


(After a pause.) Why do you not answer it? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Sitting down.) Gertrude, truth is a very com- 
plex thing, and politics is a very complex business. 
There are wheels within wheels. One may be under 
certain obligations to people that one must pay. 
Sooner or later in political life one has to com- 


promise. Everyone does. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Compromise? Robert, why do you talk so dif- 


ferently to-night from the way I have always heard 


you talk? Why are you changed? 
An Ideal Husband. 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I am not changed. But circumstances alter 


things. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Circumstances should never alter principles! 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
But if I told you—— 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
What? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


That it was necessary, vitally necessary ? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 

It can never be necessary to do what is not 
honourable. Or if it be necessary, then what is it 
that I have loved! But it is not, Robert; tell me it 
is not. Why should it be? What gain would you 
get? Money? We have no need of that! And 
money that comes from a tainted source is a de- 
gradation. Power? But power is nothing in itself. 


It is power to do good that is fine—that, and that 


men who treat life simply as a sordid speculation; 
but not for you, Robert, not for you. You are dif- 
ferent. All your life you have stood apart from 
others. You have never let the world soil you. To 
the world, as to myself, you have been an ideal al- 
ways. Oh! be that ideal still That great in- 
heritance throw not away that tower of ivory do 
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only. What is it, then? Robert, tell me why you 
are going to do this dishonourable thing! 
Sirk ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Gertrude, you have no right to use that word. 
I told you it was a question of rational compromise. 
It is no more than that. 
| Lapy CHILTERN. 
Robert, that is all very well for other men, for 


not destroy. Robert, men can love what is beneath 
them—things unworthy, stained, dishonoured. We 


women worship whea we love; and when we lose 


our worship, we lose everything. Oh! don’t kill my 


love for you, don't kill that! 


6 * 
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Sirk ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Gertrude! 


Lapy CHILTERN. 

I know that there are men with horrible secrets 
in their lives—men who have done some shameful 
thing, and who in some critical moment have to pay 
for it, by doing some other act of shame—oh! don’t 
tell me you are such as they are! Robert, is there 
in your life any secret dishonour or disgrace? Tell 


me, tell me at once, that 
* 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
That what? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Speaking very slowly.) That our lives may drift 
Sg very ty y 
apart. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Drift apart? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


That they may be entirely separate. It would 


be better for us both. 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN, 
Gertrude, there is nothing in my past life that 


you might not know. 


LADY CHILTERN. 

I was sure of it, Robert, I was sure of it. But 
why did you say those dreadful things, things so 
unlike your real self? Don’t let us ever talk about 
the subject again. You will write, wont you, to 
Mrs. Cheveley, and tell her that you cannot sup- 
port this scandalous scheme of hers? If you have 
given her any promise you must take it back, that 


is all! 


NN 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Must I write and tell her that? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Surely, Robert! What else is there to do? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I might see her personally. It would be 
better. 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 

You must never see her again, Robert. She is 
not a woman you should ever speak to. She is 
not worthy to talk to a man like you. No; you 
must write to her at once, now, this moment, and 
let your letter show her that your decision is quite 


irrevocable! 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Write this moment! 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Yes. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


But it is so late. It is close on twelve. 


LADY CHILTERN. 

That makes no matter. She must know at once 
that she has been mistaken in you—and that you 
are not a man to do anything base or underhand 
or dishonourable. Write here, Robert. Write that 
you decline to support this scheme of hers, as you 


hold it to be a dishonest scheme. Yes—write the 


hj 
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word dishonest. She knows what that word means. 
(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN sits down and writes a letter. 
His wife takes it up and reads it.) Yes; that will 
do. (Rings bell.) And now the envelope. (He 
writes the envelope slowly. Enter Mason.) Have 
this letter sent at once to Claridge’s Hotel. There 
is no answer. (Zxz/ Mason. LADY CHILTERN needs 
down beside her husband and puts her arms around 
him.) Robert, love gives one an instinct to things. 
I feel to-night that I have saved you from some- 
thing that might have been a danger to you, from 
something that might have made men honour you 
less than they do. I don’t think you realise suf- 
ficiently, Robert, that you have brought into the 
political life of our time a nobler atmosphere, a 
finer attitude towards life, a freer air of purer aims 
and higher ideals—I know it, and for that I love 


you, Robert. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Oh, love me always, Gertrude, love me al- 


‘ways! 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
I will love you always, because you will al- 
ways be worthy of love. We needs must love the 
highest when we see it! (Kisses him and rises and 


goes out). 


(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down for a 
moment; then sits down and buries his face in his 
hands. The Servant enters and begins putting out the 
lights. S ROBERT CHILTERN Zooks up.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Put out the lights, Mason, put out the lights! 
(The Servant puts out the lights. The room be- 
comes almost dark. The only light there is comes 
from the great chandelier that hangs over the stair- 
case and tllumines the tapestry of the Triumph of 
Love.) 


Act Drop. 


SECOND ACT. 


SECOND ACT. 


SCENE: 


Morning-room at Sir Robert Chiltern’s house. 


(LORD GORING, dressed in the height of fashion, is 
lounging in an armchair, SR ROBERT CHILTERN 
is standing in front of the fireplace. He is 
evidently in a state of great mental excitement 
and distress. As the scene progresses he paces 


nervously up and down the room.) 


LORD GORING. 

My dear Robert, its a very awkward business, 
very awkward indeed. You should have told your 
wife the whole thing. Secrets from other people’s 
wives are a necessary luxury in modern life. So, 
at least, I am always told at the club by people 


who are bald enough to know better. But no man 
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should have a secret from his own wife. She in- 
variably finds it out. Women have a wonderful in- 
stinct about things. They can discover everything 


except the obvious. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Arthur, I couldn’t tell my wife. When could 
I have told her? Not last night. It would have 
made a life-long separation between us, and I 
would have lost the love of the one woman in 
the world I worship, of the only woman who has 
ever stirred love within me. Last night it would 
have been quite impossible. She would have 
turned from me in horror . . . in horror and in con- 


tempt. 


LORD GORING. 
Is Lady Chiltern as perfect as all that? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Yes; my wife is as perfect as all that. 


LORD GORING. 
(Taking off his left-hand glove.) What a pity! 
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I beg your pardon, my dear fellow, I didn’t quite 
mean that. But if what you tell me is true, I should 
like to have a serious talk about life with Lady 
Chiltern. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
It would be quite useless. 


LORD GORING. 
May I try? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Yes; but nothing could make her alter her 
views. 


LORD GORING. 
Well, at the worst it would simply be a psycho- 
logical experiment. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


All such experiments are terribly dangerous. 


LORD GORING. 
Everything is dangerous, my dear fellow. If it 
wasn’t so, life wouldn't be worth living. . . . Well, I 
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am bound to say that I think you should have told 


her years ago. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

When? When we were engaged? Do you 
think she would have married me if she had known 
that the origin of my fortune is such as it is, the 
basis of my career such as it is, and that I had 
done a thing that I suppose most men would call 


shameful and dishonourable? 


LORD GORING. 
(Slowly.) Yes; most men would call it ugly 


names. There is no doubt of that. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
( Bitterly.) Men who every day do something of 
the same kind themselves. Men who, each one of 


them, have worse secrets in their own lives. 


LORD GORING. 
That is the reason they are so pleased to find 
out other people’s secrets. It distracts public atten- 


tion from their own. 


ra 
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
And, after all, whom did I wrong by what I did? 


No one. 


LORD GORING. 
(Looking at him steadily.) Except yourself, 
Robert. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(After a pause.) Of course I had private in- 
formation about a certain transaction contemplated 
by the Government of the day, and I acted on it. 
Private information is practically the source of every 


large modern fortune. 


LORD GORING. 
(Tapping his boot with his cane.) And public 


scandal invariably the result. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Pacing up and down the room.) Arthur, do 
you think that what I did nearly eighteen years ago 
should be brought up against me now? Do you 
think it fair that a man’s whole career should be 


— 
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ruined for a fault done in one’s boyhood almost. I 
was twenty-two at the time, and I had the double 
misfortune of being well-born and poor, two un- 
forgiveable things nowadays. Is it fair that the 
folly, the sin of one’s youth, if men choose to call it 
a sin, should wreck a life like mine, should place 
me in the pillory, should shatter all that I have 
worked for, all that I have built up? Is it fair, 
Arthur? 


LORD GORING. 


Life is never fair, Robert. And perhaps it is a 


good thing for most of us that it is not. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Every man of ambition has to fight his century 
with its own weapons. What this century worships 
is wealth. The God of this century is wealth. To 
succeed one must have wealth. At all costs one 


must have wealth. 


LORD GORING. 


You underrate yourself, Robert. Believe me, 
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without wealth you could have succeeded just as 
well. 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

When I was old, perhaps. When I had lost my 
passion for power, or could not use it. When I was 
tired, worn out, disappointed. I wanted my success 
when I was young. Youth is the time for success. 


I couldn’t wait. 


LORD GORING. 

Well, you certainly have had your success while 
you are still young. No one in our day has had 
such a brilliant success. Under-Secretary for Foreign 
Affairs at the age of forty—that’s good enough for 
anyone, I should think. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
And if it is all taken away from me now? If I 
lose everything over a horrible scandal? If I am 
hounded from public life? 


LORD GORING. 
Robert, how could you have sold yourself for 


money? 
An Ideal Husband, 7 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Excitedly.) I did not sell myself for money. I 


bought success at a great price. That is all. 


LORD GORING. 
(Gravely.) Yes; you certainly paid a great price 
for it. But what first made you think of doing such 
a thing? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Baron Arnheim. 


LORD GORING. 
Damned scoundrel! 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
No; he was a man of a most subtle and refined 
intellect. A man of culture, charm, and distinction. 


One of the most intellectual men I ever met. 


LORD GORING. 
Ah! I prefer a gentlemanly fool any day. 
There is more to be said for stupidity than people 


imagine. Personally I have a great admiration for 


stupidity. It is a sort of fellow-feeling, I sup- 
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pose. But how did he do it? Tell me the whole 
thing. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Throws himself into an armchair by the writing- 
table.) One night after dinner at Lord Radley’s the 
Baron began talking about success in modern life as 
something that one could reduce to an absolutely 
definite science. With that wonderfully fascinating 
quiet voice of his he expounded to us the most 
terrible of all philosophies, the philosophy of power, 
preached to us the most marvellous of all gospels, 
the gospel of gold. I think he saw the effect he 
had produced on me, for some days afterwards he 
wrote and asked me to come and see him. He was 
living then in Park Lane, in the house Lord Wool- 
comb has now. I remember so well how, with a 
strange smile on his pale, curved lips, he led me 
through his wonderful picture-gallery, showed me 
his tapestries, his enamels, his jewels, his carved 
ivories, made me wonder at the strange loveliness of 


the luxury in which he lived; and then told me that 
;* 
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luxury was nothing but a background, a painted 
scene in a play, and that power, power over other 
men, power over the world, was the one thing worth 
having, the one supreme pleasure worth knowing, 
the one joy one never tired of, and that in our 


century only the rich possessed it. 


LORD GORING. 
(With great deliberation.) A thoroughly shallow 


creed. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Rising.) I didn't think so then. I don’t think 
so now. Wealth has given me enormous power. It 
gave me at the very outset of my life freedom, and 
freedom is everything. You have never been poor, 
and never known what ambition is. You cannot 
understand what a wonderful chance the Baron gave 


me. Such a chance as few. men get. 


LORD GORING. 
Fortunately for them, if one is to judge by re- 


sults. But tell me definitely, how did the Baron 
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finally persuade you to—well, to do what you 
did? 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
When I was going away he said to me that if 
I ever could give him any private information of real 


value he would make me a very rich man. I was 


dazed at the prospect he held out to me, and my 


ambition and my desire for power were at that time 
boundless. Six weeks later certain private docu- 


ments passed through my hands. 


LORD GORING. 
(Keeping his eyes steadily fixed on the carpet.) 


State documents? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Yes. (LORD GORING sighs, then passes his hand 


across his forehead and looks up.) 


LORD GORING. 
I had no idea that you, of all men in the world, 
could have been so weak, Robert, as to yield to 
such a temptation as Baron Arnheim held out to 


you. 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Weak? Oh, I am sick of hearing that phrase. 
Sick of using it about others. Weak? Do you 
really think, Arthur, that it is weakness that yields 
to temptation? I tell you that there are terrible 
temptations that it requires strength, strength and 
courage, to yield to. To stake all one's life on a 
single moment, to risk everything on one throw, 
whether the stake be power or pleasure, I care not 
—there is no weakness in that. There is a hor- 
rible, a terrible courage. I had that courage. I sat 
down the same afternoon and wrote Baron Arnheim 
the letter this woman now holds. He made three- 


quarters of a million over the transaction. 


LORD GORING. 
And you? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I received from the Baron £110,000. 


LORD GORING. 


You were worth more, Robert. 
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Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

No; that money gave me exactly what I wanted, 
power over others. I went into the House im- 
mediately. The Baron advised me in finance from 
time to time. Before five years I had almost trebled 
my fortune. Since then everything that I have 
touched has turned out a success. In all things 
connected. with money I have had a luck so extra- 
ordinary that sometimes it has made me almost 
afraid. I remember having read somewhere, in 
some strange book, that when the gods wish to 


punish us they answer our prayers. 


Lorp GORING. 
But tell me, Robert, did you never suffer any 


regret for what you had done? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
No. I felt that I had fought the century with 


its own weapons, and won. 


Lorp GORING. 
(Sadly.) You thought you had won. 


104 AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I thought so. (After a long pause.) Arthur, do 
you despise me for what I have told you? 


LORD GORING. 
(With deep feeling in his voice.) I am very sorry 
for you, Robert, very sorry indeed. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I don’t say that I suffered any remorse. I didn’t. 
Not remorse in the ordinary, rather silly sense of 
the word. But I have paid conscience money many 
times. I had a wild hope that I might disarm 
destiny. The sum Baron Arnheim gave me I have 
distributed twice over in public charities since then. 


t LORD GORING. 
(Looking up.) In public charities? Dear me! 


what a lot of harm you must have done, Robert! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Oh, don’t say that, Arthur; don’t talk like that! 


LORD GORING. 


Never mind what I say, Robert! I am always 
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saying what I shouldn’t say. In fact, I usually say 
what I really think. A great mistake nowadays. It 
makes one so liable to be misunderstood. As re- 
gards this dreadful business, I will help you in 


whatever way I can. Of course you know that. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Thank you, Arthur, thank you. But what is to 


be done? What can be done? 


LORD GORING. 

(Leaning back with his hands in his pockets.) 
Well, the English can’t stand a man who is always 
saying he is in the right, but they are very fond of 
a man who admits that he has been in the wrong. 
It is one of the best things in them. However, in 
your case, Robert, a confession would not do. The 
money, if you will allow me to say so, is . . . awk- 
ward. Besides, if you did make a clean breast of 
the whole affair, you would never be able to talk 
morality again. And in England a man who can’t 
talk morality twice a week to a large, popular, im- 


moral audience is quite over as a serious politician. 
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There would be nothing left for him as a profession 
except Botany or the Church. A confession would 


be of no use. It would ruin you. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
It would ruin me. Arthur, the only thing for 
me to do now is to fight the thing out. 


LORD GORING. 

(Rising from his chair.) I was waiting for you 
to say that, Robert. It is the only thing to do now. 
And you must begin by telling your wife the whole 
story. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
That I will not do. 


LORD GORING. 
Robert, believe me, you are wrong. * 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I couldn’t do it. It would kill her love for me. 
And now about this woman, this Mrs. Cheveley! 
How can I defend myself against her? You knew 
her before, Arthur, apparently. 


AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


LORD GORING. 
Yes. 


l Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Did you know her well? 


LORD GORING. 
(Arranging his necktie.) So little that I got 
engaged to be married to her once, when I was 
staying at the Tenbys’. The affair lasted for three 


days . . nearly. 


SIR ROBERT -CHILTERN. 
Why was it broken off? 


LORD GORING. 
(Airily.) Oh, I forget. At least, it makes no 
matter. By the way, have you tried her with 
money? She used to be confoundedly fond of 


money. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I offered her any sum she wanted. She refused. 


LORD GORING. 


Then the marvellous gospel of gold breaks 
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down sometimes. The rich can’t do everything, 


after all. 


SMR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Not everything. I suppose you are right. Arthur, 
I feel that public disgrace is in store for me. I 
feel certain of it. I never knew what terror was 
before. I know it now. It is as if a hand of ice 
were laid upon one’s heart. It is as if one’s heart 


were beating itself to death in some empty hollow. 


LORD GORING. 
(Striking the table.) Robert, you must fight her. 
You must fight her. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
But how? 


LORD GORING. 

I can’t tell you how at present. I have not the 
smallest idea. But everyone has some weak point. 
There is some flaw in each one of us. (Strolis over 
to the fireplace’ and looks at himself in the glass.) 
My father tells me that even I have faults. Perhaps 


I have. I don’t know. 


— 
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
In defending myself against Mrs. Cheveley, I 
have a right to use any weapon I can find, have I 
not? 


LORD GORING. 
(Still looking in the glass.) In your place I don’t 
think I should have the smallest scruple in doing 
so. She is thoroughly well able to take care of 


herself. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Sits down at the table and takes a pen in his 
hand.) Well, I shall send a cipher telegram to the 
Embassy at Vienna, to enquire if there is anything 
known against her. There may be some secret 
scandal she might be afraid of. 


, LORD GORING. 

(Settling his buttonhole.) Oh, I should fancy 
Mrs. Cheveley is one of those very modern women 
of our time who find a new scandal as becoming as 
a new bonnet, and air them both in the Park every 


afternoon at five-thirty. I am sure she adores 
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scandals, and that the sorrow of her life at present 


is that she can’t manage to have enough of them. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Writing) Why do you say that? 


LORD GORING. 
(Turning round.) Well, she wore far too much 
rouge last night, and not quite enough clothes. 
That is always a sign of despair in a woman. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Striking a bell) But it is worth while my 
wiring to Vienna, is it not? 


Lorp GORING. 
It is always worth while asking a question, 
though it is not always worth while answering one. 
(Enter MASON.) 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Is Mr. Trafford in his room? 


MASON. 
Yes, Sir Robert. 


e 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Puts what he has written into an envelope, 
which he then carefully closes.) Tell him to have 
this sent off in cipher at once. There must not be 


a moment’s delay. 


Mason. 
Yes, Sir Robert. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Oh! just give that back to me again. 
(Writes something on the envelope. MASON then 


goes out with the letter.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
She must have had some curious hold over Baron 


Arnheim. I wonder what it was. 


LORD GORING. 


(Smiling.) I wonder. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I will fight her to the death, as long as my wife 


knows nothing. 


e 
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LORD GORING. 
(Strongly). Oh, fight in any case—in any 


case. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(With a gesture of despair.) If my wife found 


out, there would be little left to fight for. Well, as 
soon as I hear from Vienna, I shall let you know 
the result. It is a chance, just a chance, but I 
believe in it. And as I fought the age with its 
own weapons, I will fight her with her weapons. It 
is only fair, and she looks like a woman with a past, 
doesn’t she? 


LORD GORING. 

Most pretty women do. But there is a fashion 
in pasts just as there is a fashion in frocks. ` Per- 
haps Mrs. Cheveley’s past is merely a slightly dé- 
colleté one, and they are excessively popular now- 
adays. Besides, my dear Robert, I should not build 
too high hopes on frightening Mrs. Cheveley. I 
should not fancy Mrs. Cheveley is a woman who 
would be easily frightened. She has survived all 
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her creditors, and she shows wonderful presence of 


mind. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN, 


Oh! I live on hopes now. I clutch at every 


chance. I feel like a man on a ship that is sink- 


ing. The water is round my feet, and the very 
air is bitter with storm. Hush! I hear my wife’s 
voice. 


(Enter LADY CHILTERN in walking-dress.) 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Good afternoon, Lord Goring! 


LORD GORING. 
Good afternoon, Lady Chiltern! Have you been 
in the Park? 


LADY CHILTERN. 

No; I have just come from the Woman’s Liberal 
Association, where, by the way, Robert, your name 
was received with loud applause, and now I have 
come in to have my tea. (7o LORD GonmG.) You 


will wait and have some tea, won't you? 
An Ideal Husband. 
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LORD GORING. 
: Pll wait for a short time, thanks. 
` LADY CHILTERN. 
* I will be back in a moment. I am only going 
T to take my hat off. 
b LORD GORING. 
1 1 
E (In his most earnest manner) Oh! please don't. 
! i It is so pretty. One of the prettiest hats I ever saw. 
i i I hope the Woman’s Liberal Association received it 
t] E 
Y . with loud applause. 
M 
NE Lapy CHILTERN. 
T (With a smile) We have much more important 
{ 


M work to do than look at each other's bonnets, Lord 
| Goring. 


LORD GORING. 
Really? What sort of work? 


LADY CHILTERN. T 
L1 Oh! dull, useful, delightful things, Factory Acts, 
Female Inspectors, the Eight Hours' Bill, the Parlia- 
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mentary Franchise. . . . Everything, in fact, that you 


would find thoroughly uninteresting. 


LORD GORING. 


And never bonnets? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(With mock indignation). Never bonnets, never! 
(Lany CHILTERN goes out through the door leading 


to her boudoir.) 


Sik ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Takes Lorn Gorinc’s hand.) You have been 
a good friend to me, Arthur, a thoroughly good 
friend. 

LorD GORING. 

I don’t know that I have been able to do much 
for you, Robert, as yet. In fact, I have not been 
able to do anything for you, as far as I can see. I 


, am thoroughly disappointed with myself. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


You have enabled me to tell you the truth. 


That is something. The truth has always stifled me. 
8* 


- 
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LORD GORING. i 
Ah! the truth is a thing I get rid of as 
soon as possible! Bad habit, by the way. Makes 


one very unpopular at the club . . . with the older 


members. They call it being conceited. Perhaps it is. 


SR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I would to God that I had been able to tell the ' 


truth. . . to live the truth. Ah! that is the great 
thing in life, to live the truth. (Sighs, and goes lo- 
wards the door.) Vll see you soon again, Arthur, 
sha’n’t I? 

LORD GORING. 

Certainly. Whenever you like. I’m going to 
look in at the Bachelors’ Ball to-night, unless I find 
something better to do. But I'll come round to- 
morrow morning. If you should want me to-night 


by any chance, send round a note to Curzon Street. 


Sig. ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Thank you. 
(As he reaches the door, LADY CHILTERN enters 


from her boudoir.) 
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You are not going, Robert? 


| 

| 
Lapy CHILTERN. 

i 
Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


I have some letters to write, dear. 


| Lapy CHILTERN. 
| (Going to him.) You work too hard, Robert. 
You seem never to think of yourself, and you are 


looking so tired. 


S ROBERT CHILTERN. 
l It is nothing, dear, nothing. 


(He kisses her and goes out.) 


LADY CHILTERN. 
| (Zo Lorp Gorinc.) Do sit down. I am so 
i glad you have called. I want to talk to you 
about . . . well, not about bonnets, or the Woman's 
Liberal Association. You take far too much interest 
in the first subject, and not nearly enough in the 


second. 


LORD GORING. 
You want to talk to me about Mrs. Cheveley? 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
Yes. You have guessed it. After you left last . 
night I found out that what she had said was really 
true. Of course I made Robert write her a letter at 


once, withdrawing his promise. | 
, ! 
i 
I 


LORD GORING. 


So he gave me to understand. 


OS E a 


LADY CHILTERN. 

To have kept it would have been the first stain 
on a career that has been stainless always. Robert 
must be above reproach. He is not like other men. 
: He cannot afford to do what other-men do. (She 
$ looks at Lord GORING, who remains silent.) Don’t 


you agree with me? You are Robert’s greatest 


friend. You are our greatest friend, Lord Goring. No 


one, except myself, knows Robert better than you 


he has any from you. 


E do. He has no secrets from me, and I don’t think 
LORD GORING. 


ki He certainly has no secrets from me. At least 


I don’t think so. 
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LADY CHILTERN. 
Then am I not right in my estimate of him? I 


know I am right. But speak to me frankly. 


LORD GORING. 


(Looking straight at her.) Quite frankly? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Surely. You have nothing to conceal, have you? 


LORD GORING. 

Nothing. But, my dear Lady Chiltern, I think, 
if you will allow me to say so, that in practical 
life—— 

LADY CHILTERN. 

(Smiling.) Of which you know so little, Lord 

Goring 
LORD GORING. 

Of which I know nothing by experience, though 
I know something by observation. I think that in 
practical life there is something about success, actual 
success, that is a little unscrupulous, something about 


ambition that is unscrupulous always. Once a man 
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has set his heart and soul on getting to a certain 
point, if he has to climb the crag, he climbs the 


crag; if he has to walk in the mire—— 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Well? 


LORD GORING. 
He walks in the mire. Of course I am only 


talking generally about life. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Gravely.) I hope so. Why do you look at me 
so strangely, Lord Goring? 


LORD GORING. 

Lady Chiltern, I have sometimes thought that 
. . . perhaps you are a little hard in some of your 
views on life. I think that . . . often you don't 
make sufficient allowances. In every nature there 
are elements of weakness, or worse than weakness. 
Supposing, for instance, that—that any public man, 
my father, or Lord Merton, or Robert, say, had, 


years ago, written some foolish letter to someone , . , 
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LADY CHILTERN. 


What do you mean by a foolish letter? 


LORD GORING. 
A letter gravely compromising one’s position. I 


am only putting an imaginary case. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Robert is as incapable of doing a foolish thing 


as he is of doing a wrong thing. 


LORD GORING. 

(After a long pause.) Nobody is incapable of 
doing a foolish thing. Nobody is incapable of doing 
a wrong thing. 

LADY CHILTERN. 
Are you a Pessimist? What will the other dandies 


say? They will all have to go into mourning. 


LORD GORING. 
(Rising.) No, Lady Chiltern, I am not a Pes- 
simist. Indeed I am not sure that I quite know 
what Pessimism really means. All I do know is 


that life cannot be understood without much charity, 
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cannot be lived without much charity. It is love, 
and not German philosophy, that is the true ex- 
planation of this world, whatever may be the ex- 
planation of the next. And if you are ever in 
trouble, Lady Chiltern, trust me absolutely, and I 
will help you in every way I can. If you ever want 
me, come to me for my assistance, and you shall 


have it. Come at once to me. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


(Looking at him in surprise.) Lord Goring, you 


are talking quite seriously. I don’t think I ever 
heard you talk seriously before. 


LORD GORING. 
(Laughing.) You must excuse me, Lady Chiltern. 


It won’t occur again, if I can help it. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
But I like you to be serious. 
(Enter MABEL CHILTERN, zz the most ravishing 
Jrock.) 
MABEL CHILTERN. s 
Dear Gertrude, don’t say such a dreadful thing 
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to Lord Goring. Seriousness would be very unbe- 
coming to him. Good afternoon, Lord Goring! 


Pray be as trivial as you can. 


LORD GORING. 
I should like to, Miss Mabel, but I am afraid I 
am... a little out of practice this morning; and 


besides, I have to be going now. 


MABEL CHILTERN. ^ 
Just when I have come in! What dreadful 
manners you have! I am sure you were very badly 


brought up. 


LORD GORING. 


I was. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


I wish I had brought you up! 


LORD GORING. 


I am so sorry you didn’t. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


It is too late now, I suppose? 
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LORD GORING. 


(Smiling.) I am not so sure. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


Will you ride to-morrow morning ? 


LORD GORING. 
Yes, at ten. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


Don’t forget. 


LORD GORING. 

Of course I sha’n’t. By the way, Lady Chiltern, 
there is no list of your guests in Zhe Morning Post 
of to-day. It has apparently been crowded out by 
the County Council, or the Lambeth Conference, or 
something equally‘ boring. Could you let me have a 


list? I have a particular reason for asking you. 
I g y 
LADY CHILTERN. 


I am sure Mr. Trafford will be able to give 
you one. 


LORD GORING. 


Thanks, so much, 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 


Tommy is the most useful person in London. 


LORD GORING. 
(Turning to her.) And who is the most orna- 
mental? 
MABEL CHILTERN. 


(Triumphantly.) I am. 


LORD GORING. 
How clever of you to guess it! (Takes up his 
hat and cane.) Good-bye, Lady Chiltern! You will 


remember what I said to you, won’t you? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Yes; but I don’t know why you said it to me. 


LORD GORING. 
I hardly know myself. Good-bye, Miss Mabel! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(With a little moue of disappointment.) XI wish 
you were not going. I have had four wonderful 
adventures this morning; four and a half, in fact. 


You might stop and listen to some of them. 


+ 


Bonet uem ae 
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LORD GORING. 
How very selfish of you to have four and a half! 


There won’t be any left for me. 


22 eC 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
I don’t want you to have any. They would not 
be good for you. 


LORD GORING. 


r 
^ 


That is the first unkind thing you have ever 
said to me. How charmingly you said it! Ten to- 
morrow. 
MABEL CHILTERN. 
Sharp. 


. 


LORD GORING. ( 
Quite sharp. But don't bring Mr. Trafford. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(With a little toss of the head. ) Of course I 
sha’n’t bring Tommy Trafford. Tommy Trafford is 
in great disgrace. 


LORD GORING. 


I am delighted to hear it. (Bows and goes out.) 


— — — . ee ee S E 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
Gertrude, I wish you would speak to Tommy 
Trafford. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
What has poor Mr. Trafford done this time? 


Robert says he is the best secretary he has ever had. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. Tommy 
really does nothing but propose to me. He pro- 
posed to me last night in the music-room, when I 
was quite unprotected, as there was an elaborate 
trio going on. I didn't dare to make the smallest 
repartee, I need hardly tell you. If I had, it would 
have stopped the music at once. Musical people 
are so absurdly unreasonable. They always want 
one to be perfectly dumb at the very moment when 
one is longing to be absolutely deaf. Then he pro- 
posed to me in broad daylight this morning, in front 
of that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the 
things that go on in front of that work of art are 


quite appalling. The police should interfere. At 
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luncheon I saw by the glare in his eye that he was 
going to propose again, and I just managed to: 
check him in time by assuring him that I was a 
bimetallist. Fortunately I don't know what bimetal- 
lism means. And I don't believe anybody else does 
either. But the observation crushed’ Tommy for ten 
minutes. He looked quite shocked. And then 
Tommy is so annoying in the way he proposes. If 
he proposed at the top of his voice, I should Mot 
mind so much. That might produce some effect on 
the public. But he does it in a horrid confidential 
way. When Tommy wants to be romantic he talks 
to one just like a doctor I am very fond of 
Tommy, but his methods of proposing are quite out 
of date. I wish, Gertrude, you would speak to 
him, and tell him that once a week is quite often 
enough to propose to anyone, and that it should al- 
ways be done in a manner that attracts some at- 


tention. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Dear Mabel, don’t talk like that. Besides, Robert 
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thinks very highly of Mr. Trafford. He believes he 


has a brilliant future before him. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Oh! I wouldn’t marry a man with a future be- 


fore him for anything under the sun. 


LADY CHILTERN, 

Mabel! 

> MABEL CHILTERN. 

I know, dear. You married a man with a future, 
didn’t you? But then Robert was a genius, and you 
have a noble, selfsacrificing character. You can 
stand genuises. I have no character at all, and 
Robert is the only genius I could ever bear. Asa 
rule, I think they are quite impossible. Geniuses 
talk so much, don't they? Such a bad habit! And 
they are always thinking about themselves, when I 
want them to be thinking about me. I must go 
round now and rehearse at Lady Basildon's. You 
remember, we are having /aó/eaux, don't you? The 
Triumph of something, I don't know what! I hope 


it will be triumph of me. Only triumph I am really 
An Ideal Husband. 9 
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interested in at present. (Kisses LADY CHILTERN and 
goes out; then comes running back.) Oh, Gertrude, 
- do you know who is coming to see you? That 
dreadful Mrs. Cheveley, in a most lovely gown. Did 
k you ask her? 
LADY CHILTERN. 
(Rising.) Mrs. Cheveley! Coming to see me? 
Impossible! 
MABEL CHILTERN. 
I assure you she is coming upstairs, as large as 


life and not nearly so natural. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
You need not wait, Mabel. Remember, Lady 
Basildon is expecting you. 
| MABEL CHILTERN. [ 
| Oh! I must shake hands with Lady Markby. " 
She is delightful. I love being scolded by her. 
(Enter MASON.) 


MASON. 


Lady Markby. 


(Enter Lapy MARKBY and Mns. CHEVELEY.) 


Mrs. Cheveley. 
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LADY CHILTERN. 
(Advancing to meet them.) Dear Lady Markby, 
how nice of you to come and see me! (Shakes hands 
with her, and bows somewhat distantly to MRS. 


CHEVELEY.) Won't you sit down, Mrs. Cheveley? 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
Isn't that Miss Chiltern? I should like 


Thanks. 


so much to know her. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Mabel, Mrs. Cheveley wishes to know you. (MABEL 


CHILTERN gives a little nod.) 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Sitting down.) I thought your frock so charm- 
ing last night, Miss Chiltern. So simple and... 


suitable. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


Really? I must tell my dressmaker. It will be 


such a surprise to her. Good-bye, Lady Markby! 


Lapy MARKEY. 


Going already? 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 


some /ableaux. 


Lapy MARKBY. 


next LADY CHILTERN.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


treasurer. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


And what is Lord Goring? 


Oh! Lord Goring is president. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I am so sorry but I am obliged to. 


- off to rehearsal. I have got to stand on my head in 


On your head, child? Oh! I hope not. 


lieve it is most unhealthy. (Zakes a seat on the sofa 


But it is for an excellent charity: in aid of the 
Undeserving, the only people I am really interested 


in. I am the secretary, and Tommy Trafford is 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


The post should suit him admirably, unless he 


has deteriorated since I knew him first. 
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LADY MARKBY. 
(Reflecting.) You are remarkably modern, Mabel. 
A little too modern, perhaps. Nothing is so dangerous 
as being too modern. One is apt to grow old- 
fashioned quite suddenly. I have known many in- 


stances of it. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


What a dreadful prospect! 


LADY MARKBy. 
Ah! my dear, you need not be nervous. You 
will always be as pretty as possible. That is the 
best fashion there is, and the only fashion that Eng- 


land succeeds in setting. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(With a curtsey.) Thank you so much, Lady 
Markby, for England . . . and myself. (Goes out.) 


Lapy MARKBY. 
(Turning to LADY CHILTERN.) Dear Gertrude, we 
just called to know if Mrs. Cheveley’s diamond brooch 


has been found. 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
Here? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Yes. I missed it when I got back to Claridge’s, 
and I thought I might possibly have dropped it here. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
I have heard nothing about it. But I will send 
for the butler and ask. (Touches thes bell.) 


` Mrs, CHEVELEY. 
Oh, pray don't trouble, Lady Chiltern. I daresay 


I lost it at the Opera, before we came on here. 


Lapy Markey. 

Ah yes, I suppose it must have been at the Opera. 
The fact is, we all scramble and jostle so much 
nowadays that I wonder we have anything at all left 
on us at the end of an evening. I know myself that, 
when I am coming back from the Drawing Room, I 
always feel as if I hadn’t a shred on me, except a 
small shred of decent reputation, just enough to 
prevent the lower classes making painful observations 


— 
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through the windows of the carriage. The fact is 
that our Society is terribly over-populated. Really, 
someone should arrange a proper scheme of assisted 


emigration. It would do a great deal of good. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

I quite agree with you, Lady Markby. It is 
nearly six years since I have been in London for the 
Season, and I must say Society has become dread- 
fully mixed. One sees the oddest people every- 


where. 


LADY Markey. 

That is quite true, dear. But one needn't know 
them. I'm sure I don't know half the people who 
come to my house. Indeed, from all I hear, I 
shouldn't like to. 


(Enter MASON.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
What sort of a brooch was it that you lost, Mrs. 


* Cheveley ? 
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Mns. CHEVELEY. 
A diamond snake-brooch with a ruby, a rather 


large ruby. 


Lapy MARKBY. 
I thought you said there was a sapphire on the 
head, dear? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Smiling.) No, Lady Markby—a ruby. 


LADY MARKBY. 
(Nodding her head.) And very becoming, I am 
quite sure. 


y C LADY CHILTERN. 
Has a ruby and diamond brooch been found in 


any of the rooms this morning, Mason? 
E^ 


MASON. 
No, my lady. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
It really is of no consequence, Lady Chiltern. 


I am so sorry to have put you to any inconvenience. 
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LADY CHILTERN. 
(Coldly.) Oh, it has been no inconvenience. 
That will do, Mason. You can bring tea. 
(Exit MASON.) 


Lapy MARKEY. 

Well, I must say it is most annoying to lose 
anything. I remember once at Bath, years ago, 
losing in the Pump Room an exceedingly handsome 
cameo bracelet that Sir John had given me. I don't 
think he has ever given me anything since, I am 
sorry to say. He has sadly degenerated. Really, 
this horrid House of Commons quite ruins our hus- 
bands for us. I think the Lower House by far the 
greatest blow to a happy married life that there has 
been since that terrible thing called the Higher 


Education of Women was invented. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Ah! it is heresy to say that in this house, 
Lady Markby. Robert is a great champion of the 
Higher Education of Women, and so, I am afraid, 


am I. 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
The higher education of men is what I should 


like to see. Men need it so sadly. 


LADY Markey. 

They do, dear. But I am afraid such a scheme 
would be quite unpractical. I don’t think man has 
much capacity for development. He has got as far 
as he can, and that is not far, is it? With regard 
to women, well, dear Gertrude, you belong to the 
younger generation, and I am sure it is all right if 
you approve of it. In my time, of course, we were 
taught not to understand anything. That was the 
old system, and wonderfully interesting it was. -I as- 
sure you that the amount of things I and my poor 
dear sister were taught not to understand was quite 
extraordinary. But modern women understand every- 


thing, I am told. ` 


« 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Except their husbands. That is the one thing 


the modern woman never understands. 


st 


PU 
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Lapy Markey. ; 

And a very good thing too, dear, I daresay. 

It might break up many a happy home if they did. 
Not yours, I need hardly say, Gertrude. You have 
married a pattern husband. I wish I could say as 
much for myself. But since Sir John has taken to 
attending the debates regularly, which he never 
used to do in the good old days, his language has 
become quite impossible. He always seems to think 
that he is addressing the House, and consequently 
whenever he discusses the state of the agricultural 
labourer, or the Welsh Church, or something quite 
improper of that kind, I am obliged to send all the 
servants out of the room. It is not pleasant to see 
one’s own butler, who has been with one for twenty- 
three years, actually blushing at the sideboard, and 
the footmen making contortions in corners like per- 
sons in circuses. I assure you my life will be quite 


ruined unless they send John at once to the Upper 


House. He won’t take any interest in politics then, 
will he? The House of Lords is so sensible. An 


assembly of gentlemen. But in his present state, 
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Sir John is really a great trial. Why, this morning 
before breakfast was half over, he stood up on the 
hearthrug, put his hands in his pockets, and ap- 
pealed to the country at the top of his voice. I left 
the table as soon as I had my second cup of tea, I 
need hardly say. But his violent language could be 


heard all over the house! I trust, Gertrude, that 


Sir Robert is not like that? } 
Lapy CHILTERN. 
But I am very much interested in politics, 
Lady Markby. I love to hear Robert talk about 
them. „ 
Lapy Markey. | 
Well, I hope he is not as devoted to Blue Books Í 


as Sir John is. I don’t think they can be quite im- 
proving reading for anyone. 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Languidly.) I have never read a Blue Book. 


I prefer books . . . in yellow covers. 


LADY MARKEY. 


(Genially unconscious.) Yellow is a gayer colour, 


Se eee 


A 
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is it not? I used to wear yellow a good deal in my 
early days, and would do so now if Sir John was 
not so painfully personal in his observations, and a 
man on the question of dress is always ridiculous, is 
he not? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Oh, no! I think men are the only authorities 


on dress. 


Lapy Markey. 
Really? One wouldn’t say so from the sort of 
hats they wear? would one? 
(The butler enters, followed by the footman. Tea 


zs set on a small table close to LADY CHILTERN.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


May I give you some tea, Mrs. Cheveley? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Thanks. (Zhe butler hands Mns. CHEVELEY a cup 


of lea on a salver.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Some tea, Lady Markby? 


. TT 
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LADY MARKBY. 

No thanks, dear. (Zhe servants go out.) The 
fact is, I have promised to go round for ten minutes 
to see poor Lady Brancaster, who is in very great 
trouble. Her daughter, quite a well-brought-up girl, 
too, has actually become engaged to be married to 
a curate in Shropshire. It is very sad, very sad in- 
deed. I can’t understand this modern mania for 
curates. In my time we girls saw them, of course, 
running about the place like rabbits. But we never 
took any notice of them, I need hardly say. But I 
am told that nowadays country society is quite 
honeycombed with them. I think it most irreligious. 
And then the eldest son has quarrelled with his 
father, and it is said that when they meet at the 
club Lord Brancaster always hides himself behind 
the money article in 77e Times. However, I believe 
that is quite a common occurrence nowadays and 
that they have to take in extra copies of Zhe Times 
at all the clubs in St. James's Street; there are so 
many sons who won’t have anything to do with their 


fathers, and so many fathers who won't speak to 
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their sons. I think myself, it is very much to be 


regretted. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
So do I. Fathers have so much to learn from 


their sons nowadays. 


Lapy Markey. 
Really, dear? What? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
The art of living. ‘The only really Fine Art we 


have produced in modern times. 


Lapy MARKBY. 

(Shaking her head.) Ah! I am afraid Lord 
Brancaster knew a good deal about that. More 
than his poor wife ever did. (Turning to LADY 
CHILTERN.) You know Lady Brancaster, don’t you, 


dear? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Just slightly. She was staying at Langton last 


autumn, when we were there. 
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Lapy Marky. 

Well, like all stout women, she looks the very 
picture of happiness, as no doubt you noticed. But 
there are many tragedies in her family, besides 
this affair of the curate. Her own sister, Mrs. Jekyll, 
had a most unhappy life; through no fault of her 
own, I am sorry to say. She ultimately was so 
broken-hearted that she went into a convent, or 
- onto the operatic stage, I forget which. No; I think 
it was decorative art-needlework she took up. I 
know she had lost all sense of pleasure in life. 
(Rising.) And now, Gertrude, if you will allow me, 
I shall leave Mrs. Cheveley in your charge and call 
back for her in a quarter of an hour. Or perhaps, 
dear Mrs. Cheveley, you wouldn’t mind waiting in 
the carriage while I am with Lady Brancaster. As 
I intend it to be a visit of condolence, I sha’n’t 
stay long. 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Rising.) I don’t mind waiting in the car- 

riage at all, provided there is somebody to look 


at one. 


i 
i 
| 
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Lapy MARKEY. 
Well, I hear the curate is always prowling about 


the house. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I am afraid I am not fond of girl friends. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Rising.) Oh, I hope Mrs. Cheveley will stay 
here a little. I should like to have a few minutes’ 


conversation with her. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
How very kind of you, Lady Chiltern! Believe 


me, nothing would give me greater pleasure. 


Lapy MARKBY. 

Ah! no doubt you both have many pleasant re- 
miniscences of your schooldays to talk over together. 
Good-bye, dear Gertrude! Shall I see you at Lady 
Bonar’s to-night? She has discovered a wonderful 
new genius He does... nothing at all, I believe. 


That is a great comfort, is it not? 
An Ideal Husband, 10 
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Laby CHILTERN. 
Robert and I are dining at home by ourselves 
to-night, and I don’t think I shall go anywhere after- 
wards. Robert, of course, will have to be in the 


House. But there is nothing interesting on. 


LADY MARKBY. 

Dining at home by yourselves? Is that quite 
prudent? Ah, I forgot, your husband is an ex- 
ception. Mine is the general rule, and nothing ages 
a woman so rapidly as having married the general 
rule. 


(Exit LADY MARKEY.) 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 

Wonderful woman, Lady Markby, isn’t she? 
Talks more and says less than anybody I ever met. 
She is made to be a public speaker. Much more 
so than her husband, though he is a typical English- 


man, always dull and usually violent. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Makes no answer, but remains standing. There 


is a pause. Then the eyes of the two women meet. 
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LADY CHILTERN Zooks stern and pale. Mrs. CHEVELEY 
seems rather amused.) Mrs. Cheveley, I think it is 
right to tell you quite frankly that, had I known | 
who you really were, I should not have invited you 


to my house last night. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 


(With an impertinent smile.) Really? 
Lapy CHILTERN. 
I could not have done so. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I see that after all these years you have not 


tr! 


changed a bit, Gertrude. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


I never change. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Elevating her eyebrows.) Then life has taught 
you nothing? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


I It has taught me that a person who has once 


been guilty of a dishonest and dishonourable action 
10* 
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may be guilty of it a second time, and should be 


shunned. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Would you apply that rule to everyone? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Yes, to everyone, without exception. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Then I am sorry for you, Gertrude, very sorry 


for you. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
You see now, I am sure, that for many reasons 
any further acquaintance between us during your 


stay in London is quite impossible? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Leaning back in her chair.) Do you know, 
Gertrude, I don’t mind your talking morality a bit. 
Morality is simply the attitude we adopt towards 
people whom we personally dislike. You dislike me. 


I am quite aware of that. And I have always 
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detested you. And yet I have come here to do you 


a service. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Contemptuously.) Like the service you wished 
to render my husband last night, I suppose. Thank 


heaven, I saved him from that. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
(Starting to her feet.) It was you who made him 
write that insolent letter to me? It was you who 


made him break his promise? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Then you must make him keep it. I give you 
till to-morrow morning—no more. If by that time 
your husband does not solemnly bind himself to 
help me in this great scheme in which I am in- 


terested 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


This fraudulent speculation—— 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Call it what you choose. I hold your husband 
in the hollow of my hand, and if you are wise you 


will make him do what I tell him. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Rising and going towards her.) You are im- 
pertinent. What has my husband to do with you? 


With a woman like you? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(With a bitter laugh.) In this world like meets 
with like. It is because your husband is himself 
fraudulent and dishonest that we pair so well 
together. Between you and him there are chasms. 
He and I are closer than friends. We are enemies 


linked together. The same sin binds us. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 

How dare you class my husband with yourself? 
How dare you threaten him or me? Leave my 
house. You are unfit to enter it. 

(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN enters from behind. He 


—— 
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hears his wife’s last words, and sees to whom they 


are addressed. He grows deadly pale.) 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Your house! A house bought with the price of 
dishonour. A house, everything in which has been 
paid for by fraud. (Turns round and sees SiR ROBERT 

1 CHILTERN.) Ask him what the origin of his fortune 
' is! Get him to tell you how he sold to a stock- 
broker a Cabinet secret. Learn from him to what 


you owe your position. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


It is not true! Robert! It is not true! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Pointing at him with outstretched finger.) Look 


at him! Can he deny it? Does he dare to? 


—— 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Go! Go at once. You have done your worst 
now. 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
My worst? I have not yet finished with you, 
L 
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with either of you. I give you both till to-morrow 
at noon. If by then you don’t do what I bid you 
to do, the whole world shall know the origin of 
Robert Chiltern. 
(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN sérikes the bell. Enter 


Mason.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Show Mrs. Cheveley out. 

(Mns. CHEVELEY s/ar/s; then bows with somewhat 
exaggerated politeness to LADY CHILTERN, who makes 
no sign of response. As she passes by SiR ROBERT 
CHILTERN, who zs standing close to the door, she pauses 
for a moment and looks him straight in the face. 
She then goes out, followed by the servant, who closes 
the door after him. The husband and wife are left 
alone. LADY CHILTERN stands like someone in a dread- 
ful dream. Then she turns round and looks at her 
husband. She looks at him with strange eyes, as 


though she was seeing him for the first time.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


You sold a Cabinet secret for money! You 
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began your life with fraud! You built up your 
career on dishonour! Oh, tell me it is not true! Lie 


to me! Lie to me! Tell me it is not true! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
` What this woman said is quite true. But, Ger- 
trude, listen to me. You don’t realise how I was 
tempted. Let me tell you the whole thing. (Goes 


towards her.) 


LADY CHILTERN. 

Don’t come near me. Don’t touch me. I feel 
as if you had soiled me for ever. Oh! what a mask 
you have been wearing all these years! A horrible 
painted mask! You sold yourself for money. Oh! 
a common thief were better. You put yourself up 
to sale to the highest bidder! You were bought in 
the market. You lied to the whole world. And 


yet you will not lie to me. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Rushing towards her.) Gertrude! Gertrude! 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Thrusting ‘him back with outstretched hands.) 
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No, don’t speak! Say nothing! Your voice wakes 
terrible memories—memories of things that made 
me love you— memories of words that made me love 
you—memories that now are horrible to me. And 
how I worshipped you! You were to me something 
apart from common life, a thing pure, noble, honest, 
without stain. The world seemed to me finer be- 
cause you were in it, and goodness more real be- 
cause you lived. And now—oh, when I think that 
I made of a man like you my ideal! the ideal of 
my life! 
Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

There was your mistake. There was your error. 
The error all women commit. Why can’t you women 
love us, faults and all? Why do you place us on 
monstrous pedestals? We have all feet of clay, 
women as well as men; but when we men love 
women, we love them knowing their weaknesses, 
their follies, their imperfections, love them all the 
more, it may be, for that reason. It is not the per- 
fect, but the imperfect, who have need of love. It 


is when we are wounded by our own hands, or by 
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the hands of others, that love should come to cure 
us—else what use is love at all? All sins, except a 
sin against itself, Love should forgive. All lives, save 
loveless lives, true Love should pardon. A man’s 
love is like that. It is wider, larger, more human 
than a woman’s. Women think that they are mak- 
ing ideals of men. What they are making of us 
are false idols merely. You made your false idol. of 
me, and I had not the courage to come down, show 
you my wounds, tell you my weaknesses. I was, 
afraid that I might lose your love, as I have lost it 
now. And so, last night you ruined my life for me 
—yes, ruined it! What this woman asked of me 
was nothing compared to what she offered to me. 
She offered security, peace, stability. The sin of 
my youth, that I had thought was buried, rose up 
in front of me, hideous, horrible, with its hands at 
my throat. I could have killed it for ever, sent it 
back into its tomb, destroyed its record, burned the 
one witness against me. You prevented me. No 
one but you, you know it. And now what is there 


before me but public disgrace, ruin, terrible shame, 
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the mockery of the world, a lonely dishonoured life, 
a lonely dishonoured death, it may be, some day? 
Let women make no more ideals of men! let them 
not put them on altars and bow before them, or 
they may ruin other lives as completely as you— 
you whom I have so wildly loved—have ruined 
mine! 

(He passes from the room. LADY CHILTERN rushes 
towards him, but the door is closed when she reaches 
it. Pale with anguish, bewildered, helpless, she sways 
like a plant in the water. Her hands, outstretched, 
seem to tremble in the air like blossoms in the wind. 
Then she flings herself down beside a sofa and buries 


her face. Her sobs are like the sobs of a child.) 


Acr Drop. 


THIRD ACT. 


TOT ERU ACT. 


SCENE: 

The Library in Lord Goring’s house. An Adams 
room. On the right is the door leading into the 
hall. On the left, the door of the smoking-room. 
A pair of folding-doors at the back open into 
the drawing-room. The fire is lit. Phipps, the 
butler, is arranging some newspapers on the 
writing-table. The distinction of Phipps is his 
impassivity. He has been te ed by ME 
the Ideal Butler. The Sphinx is nof so incom- 

« municable. He is a mask with a manner. Of 
his intellectual or emotional life, history knows 


nothing. He represents the dominance of form. 


(Enter LORD GORING in evening-dress with a 
bultonhole. He is wearing a silk-hat and Inverness 


cape. White-gloved, he carries a Louis Seize cane, 
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His are all the delicate fopperies of Fashion. One 
sees that he stands in immediate relation to modern 
9 life, makes il indeed, and so masters tt. He is the 


first well-dressed philosopher in the history of thought.) 


Lorp GORING. 


Got my second buttonhole for me, Phipps? 


€ PHIPPS. 
Yes, my lord. (Takes his hat, cane, and cape, 


and presents new buttonhole on salver.) 


LORD GORING. 
Rather distinguished thing, Phipps. I am the 
only person of the smallest importance in London at 


present who wears a buttonhole. 


PHIPPS, 
Yes, my lord. I have observed that. 


e 


LORD GORING. 


(Taking out old buttonhole) You see, Phipps, 


Fashion is what one wears oneself. What is un- 


fashionable is what other people wear. 


AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 161 


PHIPPs. 
Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 

Just as vulgarity is simply the conduct of other 
people. 0 
PHIPPS. 

Yes, my lord. 

LORD GORING. 
(Putting in new buttonhole.) And falsehoods the 
truths of other people. 
PHIPPS. 
Yes, my lord. 
LORD GORING. 
Other people are quite dreadful. The only pos- 


sible society is oneself. 
j Puipps. 
Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 


To love oneself is the beginning of a life-long 


romance, Phipps. 
An Ideal Husband, 11 
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PHIPPS. 
Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 

(Looking at himself in the glass.) Don't think I 
quite like this buttonhole, Phipps. Makes me look 
a little too old. Makes me almost in the prime of 
life, eh, Phipps? 


PHIPPS. 
I don’t observe any alteration in your lordship’s 
appearance. 


LORD GORING. 
You don’t, Phipps? 


PHIPPS. 
No, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 
I am quite sure. For the future a more trivial 


buttonhole, Phipps, on Thursday evenings. 


Pripps. 
I will speak to the florist, my lord. She has 
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had a loss in her family lately, which perhaps ac- 
counts for the lack of triviality your lordship com- 


plains of in the buttonhole. 


LORD GORING. 
Extraordinary thing about the lower classes in 


England—they are always losing their relations. 


Puipps, 
Yes, my lord! They are extremely fortunate in 
that respect. 


LORD GORING. 
(Turns round and looks at him. Pripps remains 


impassive.) Hum! Any letters, Phipps? 


PHIPPS. 


Three, my lord. (Hands letters on a salver.) 


LORD GORING. 
(Takes letters.) Want my cab round in twenty 
minutes. 


PHIPPS. 


Yes, my lord. (Goes towards door.) 
n 
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LORD GORING. 
(Holds up letter in pink envelope.) Ahem! Phipps, 


when did this letter arrive? 


PHIPPS. 
It was brought by hand just after your lordship 
went to the Club. 


LORD GORING. 

That will do. (Exit Pirrs.) Lady Chiltern’s 
handwriting on Lady Chiltern’s pink note-paper. 
That is rather curious. I thought Robert was to 
write. Wonder what Lady Chiltern has got to say 
to me? (Sits at bureau and opens letter, and reads 
zt.) “I want you. I trust you. I am coming to 
you. Gertrude.” (Puts down the letter with a puzzled 
look. Then takes it up, and reads it again slowly.) 
“I want you. I trust you. I am coming to you." 
So she has found out everything! Poor woman! Poor 
woman! (Pulls out watch and looks at it.) But what 
an hour to call! Ten o’clock! I shall have to give 


up going to the Berkshires. However, it is always 


nice to be expected, and not to arrive. I am not 


* 
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expected at the Bachelors, so I shall certainly go 
there. Well, I will make her stand by her husband. 
That is the only thing for her to do. That is the 
only thing for any woman to do. It is the growth 


of the moral sense in women that makes marriage 


such a hopeless, one-sided institution. Ten o'clock. 


She should be here soon. I must tell Phipps I am 
not in to anyone else. (Goes towards bell.) 
(Enter Pures.) 


Puirrs. 
Lord Caversham. 


LORD GORING. 

Oh, why will parents always appear at the wrong 
time? Some extraordinary mistake in nature, I sup- 
pose. (nter LORD CAVERSHAM.) Delighted to see 
you, my dear father. (Goes to meet him.) 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Take my cloak off. 


LORD GORING. 
Is it worth while, father? 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Of course it is worth while, sir. Which is the 
most comfortable chair? 3 
Lorp GORING. 

This one, father. It is the chair I use myself, 


when J have visitors. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


Thank ye. No draught, I hope, in this room? 


LORD GORING. 
No, father. 
LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Sitting down.) Glad to hear it. Can’t stand I 


draughts. No draughts at home. 


Lóngp GORING. 


Good many breezes, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Eh? Eh? Don’t understand what you mean. 


Want to have a serious conversation with you, sir. 


LORD GORING. 


My dear father! At this hour? 
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Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
Well, sir, it is only ten o’clock. What is your 
objection to the hour? I think the hour is an ad- 


mirable hour! 


LORD GORING. 
Well, the fact is, father, this is not my day for 
talking seriously. I am very sorry, but it is not 


my day. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


What do you mean, sir? 


LORD GORING. 
During the Season, father, I only talk seriously 
on the first Tuesday in every month, from four to 


seven. 


i LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Well, make it Tuesday, sir, make it Tuesday, 


LORD GORING. 
But it is after seven, father, and my doctor says 
I must not have any serious conversation after seven. 


It makes me talk in my sleep. 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Talk in your sleep, sir? What does that matter? 


You are not married. 


LORD GORING. 


No, father, I am not married. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Hum! That is what I have come to talk to you 
about, sir. You have got to get married, and at 
once. Why, when I was your age, sir, I had been 
an inconsolable widower for three months, and was 
already paying my addresses to your admirable 
mother. Damme, sir, it is your duty to get married. 
You can’t be always living for pleasure. Every man 
of position is married nowadays. Bachelors are not 
fashionable any more. They are a damaged lot. 
Too much is known about them. You must get a 
wife, sir. Look where your friend Robert Chiltern 
has got to by probity, hard work, and a sensible 
marriage with a good woman. Why don’t you 
imitate him, sir? Why don’t you take him for your 


model? 
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2 LORD GORING. 
I think I shall, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
I wish you would, sir. Then I should be happy. 
At present I make your mother’s life miserable on 


your account. You are heartless, sir, quite heartless. 


LORD GORING. 


I hope not, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
And it is high time for you to get married. You 


are thirty-four years of age, sir. 


LORD GORING. 
Yes, father, but I only admit to thirty-two— 
thirty-one and a half when f have a really good 
buttonhole. This buttonhole is not... trivial enough. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
I tell you you are thirty-four, sir. And there is 
a draught in your room, besides, which makes your 
conduct worse. Why did you tell me there was 
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no draught, sir? I feel a draught, sir, I feel it 


distinctly. 


LORD GORING. 
So do I, father. It is a dreadful draught. I will 
come and see you to-morrow, father. We can talk 
over anything you like. Let me help you on with 


your cloak, father. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
No, sir; I have called this evening for a definite 
purpose, and I am going to see it through at all 
costs to my health or yours. Put down my cloak, 


sir. 


LORD GORING. 
Certainly, father. But let us go into another 
room. (Rings bell.) There is a dreadful draught 
here. (Ænter Puipps.) Phipps, is there a good fire 


in the smoking-room? 


PHIPPS. 


Yes, my lord. 
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LORD GORING. 
Come in there, father. Your sneezes are quite 


heartrending. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Well, sir, I suppose I have a right to sneeze 


when I choose? 


LORD GORING. 
(Apologetically.) Quite so, father. I was merely 
expressing sympathy. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Oh, damn sympathy. There is a great deal too 
much of that sort of thing going on nowadays. 


LORD GORING. 
I quite agree with you, father. If there was less 
sympathy in the world there would be less trouble 


in the world. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Going towards the smoking-room.) That is a 


paradox, sir. I hate paradoxes. 
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LORD GORING. 
So do I, father. Everybody one meets is a 
paradox nowadays. It is a great bore. It makes 


society so obvious. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Turning round, and looking at his son beneath 
his bushy eyebrows.) Do you always really under- 


stand what you say, sir? 


LORD GORING. 
(After some hesitation.) Yes, father, if I listen 


attentively. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Zndignantly. If you listen attentively! 
Conceited young puppy! 
(Goes off grumbling into the smoking-room. 


PHIPPS enters.) 


LORD GORING. 
Phipps, there is a lady coming to see me this 
evening on particular business. Show her into the 


drawing-room when she arrives. You understand? 


— PM, 
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PuiPPs. 
Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 


It is a matter of the gravest importance, Phipps. 


PHIPPs. 


I understand, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 
No one else is to be admitted, under any circum- 


stances. 


PHIPPS. 


I understand, my lord. (Bell rings.) 


LORD GORING. 
Ah! that is probably the lady. I shall see her 
myself. 
(Just as he is going towards the door LORD 


CAVERSHAM enters from the smoking-room.) 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


Well, sir? am I to wait attendance on you? 
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LORD GORING. 
(Considerably perplexed.) In a moment, father. j 
Do excuse me. (LORD CAVERSHAM goes back.) Well, 


remember my instructions, Phipps—into that room. 


PHIPPS. 
Yes, my lord. 
(Lorp GORING goes into the smoking-room. , 
HAROLD, ie footman, shows Mrs. CHEVELEY in. 
Lamia-like, she ts in green and silver. She has a 


cloak of black satin, lined with dead rose-leaf silk.) 


HAROLD. 


What name, madam? 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
(To PuiPPS, who advances towards her.) Is Lord 


Goring not here? I was told he was at home? 


| 
PHIPPS. | 
His lordship is engaged at present with Lord | 
Caversham, madam. 
(Turns a cold, glassy eye on HAROLD, who at 


once retires.) 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Zo herself.) How very filial! 


PHIPPs. 
His lordship told me to ask you, madam, to be 
kind enough to wait in the drawing-room for him. 


His lordship will come to you there. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(With a look of surprise.) Lord Goring expects 


me? 


Puiprs. 


Yes, madam. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 


Are you quite sure? 


PHIPPS, 
His lordship told me that if a lady called I was 
to ask her to wait in the drawing-room. (Goes to 
the door of the drawing-room and opens it.) His 


lordship’s directions on the subject were very pre- 


cise. 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(To herself.) How thoughtful of him! To ex- 
pect the unexpected shows a thoroughly modern in- 
tellect. (Goes towards the drawing-room and looks 
in.) Ugh! How dreary a bachelor’s drawing-room 
always looks. I shall have to alter all this. (Pxrprs 
brings the lamp from the writing-table.) No, I don't 
care for that lamp. It is far too glaring. Light 


some candles. 


PHiPPs. 


(Replaces lamp.) Certainly, madam. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I hope the candles have very becoming shades. 


Pripps. 
We have had no complaints about them, madam, 
as yet. 
(Passes into the drawing-room and begins to light 
the candles.) x 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(To herself.) I wonder what woman he is wait- 
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ing for to-night. It will be delightful to catch him. 
Men always look so silly when they are caught. 
And they are always being caught. (Looks about 
room and approaches the writing-table.) What a 
very interesting room! What a very interesting 
picture! Wonder what his correspondence is like. 
(Takes up letters.) Oh, what a very uninteresting 
correspondence! Bills and cards, debts and dowagers! 
Who on earth writes to him on pink paper? How 
silly to write on pink paper! It looks like the be- 
ginning of a middle-class romance. Romance should 


never begin with sentiment. It should begin with 


science and end with a settlement. (Puts letter down, 


then takes it up again.) I know that handwriting. 
That is Gertrude Chiltern’s. I remember it per- 
fectly. The ten commandments in every stroke of 
the pen, and the moral law all over the page. 
Wonder what Gertrude is writing to him about? 
Something horrid about me, I suppose. How I 
detest that woman! (Reads 1d.) “I trust you. I 
want you. I am coming to you. Gertrude.” “I 


trust you. J want you. I am coming to you.” 
An Ideal Husband. 12 
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(A look of triumph comes over her face. She is 


just about to steal the letter, when PHIPPS comes in.) 


PHIPPS. 
The candles in the drawing-room are lit, madam, 


as you directed. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Thank you. (Rises hastily and slips the letter 
under a large silver-cased blotting-book that is lying 


on the table.) 


PniPrs. 
I trust the shades will be to your liking, madam. 
They are the most becoming we have. They are 
the same as his lordship uses himself when he is 


dressing for dinner. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 
(With a smile.) Then I am sure they will be 


perfectly right. 


Pnirrs. 
(Gravely.) Thank you, madam. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY goes into the drawing-room. 
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PuiPPS closes the door and retires. The door is then 
slowly opened, and Mrs. CHEVELEY comes out and 
creeps stealthily towards the writing-table. Suddenly 
voices are heard from the smoking-room. MRS. 
CHEVELEY grows pale, and stops. The voices grow 
louder, and she goes back into the drawing-room, 
biting her lip.) 
(Enter LORD GORING and LORD CAVERSHAM.) 


LORD GORING. 
(Expostulating.) My dear father, if I am to get 
married, surely you will allow me to choose the time, 


place, and person? Particularly the person. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


(Testily.) That is a matter for me, sir. You 


would probably make a very poor choice. It is T 


who should be consulted, not you. There is pro- 
perty at stake. It is not a matter for affection. 


Affection comes later on in married life. 


LORD GORING. 


Yes. In married life affection comes when people 
12* 
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thoroughly dislike each other, father, doesn’t it? 


à (Puts on LORD CavERSHAW'S cloak for him.) 


— LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Certainly, sir. I mean certainly not, sir. You 
are talking very foolishly to-night. What I say is 


that marriage is a matter for commonsense. 


LORD GORING. 
But women who have commonsense are so 
curiously plain, father, aren’t they? Of course I only 


speak from hearsay. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
No woman, plain or pretty, has any common- 
sense at all, sir. Commonsense is the privilege of 


our sex. 


LORD GORING. 
Quite so. And we men are so self-sacrificing 


that we never use it, do we, father? 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


I use it, sir. I use nothing else. 
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LORD GORING. 


So my mother tells me. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
It is the secret of your mother’s happiness. You 


are very heartless, sir, very heartless. 


LORD, GORING. 
I hope not, father. 
(Goes out for a moment. Then returns, looking 


rather put out, with SiR ROBERT CHILTERN.) 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
My dear Arthur, what a piece of good luck 
meeting you on the doorstep? “Your ‘servant had 
just told me you were not at home. How extra- 


ordinary! 


LORD GORING. 
The fact is, I am horribly busy to-night, Robert, 
and I gave orders I was not at home to any- 
one. Even my father had a comparatively cold re- 


ception. He complained of a draught the whole 
time, 
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Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Ah! you must be at home to me, Arthur. You 
are my best friend. Perhaps by to-morrow you will 
be my only friend. My wife has discovered every- 
thing. : 


LORD GORING. 


a eem 


Ah! I guessed as much! 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Looking at him.) Really! How? 


LORD GORING. 
(After some hesitation.) Oh, merely by some- 
thing in the expression of your face as you came in. 
Who told her? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Mrs. Cheveley herself. And the woman I love - 
knows that I began my career with an act of low 
dishonesty, that I built up my life upon Sands of 
shame—that I sold, like a common huckster, the 


secret that had been intrusted to me as a man of 


honour I thank heaven poor Lord Radley died 


— 
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without knowing that I betrayed him. I would to 
God I had died before I had been so horribly 
tempted, or had fallen so low. (Burying his face in 
his hands.) 


LORD GORING. 
(After a pause.) You have heard nothing from 


Vienna yet, in answer to your wire? 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Looking up.) Yes; I got a telegram from the first 


secretary at eight o’clock to-night. 


LORD GORING. 
Well? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Nothing is absolutely known against her, On 
the contrary, she occupies a rather high position in 
society. It is a sort of open secret that Baron 
Arnheim left her the greater portion of his im- 


mense fortune. Beyond that I can learn no- 


thing. 
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í ~ 
LORD GORING. 
4 She doesn’t turn out to be a spy, then? 
i 
| Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
~ 


Oh! spies are of no use nowadays. Their pro- 
fession is over. The newspapers do their work in- 
stead. 
LORD GORING. B 


And thunderingly well they do it. 


Sik ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Arthur, I am parched with thirst. May I ring 


for something? Some hock and seltzer? 


LORD GORING. 
| Certainly. Let me. (Rings the bell.) 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
* Thanks! I don't know what to do, Arthur, I m 
don’t know what to do, and you are my only 
| 
} 
| 


friend. But what a friend you are—the one 
friend I can trust. I can trust you absolutely, 
can’t I? 

(Enter Pripps.) 
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Lorp GORING. 
My dear Robert, of course. Oh! (Zo Purps.) 


Bring some hock and seltzer. 


PHIPPS. 


Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 
P And Phipps! 


PHIPPS. 


Yes, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 
Will you excuse me for a moment, Robert? I 


want to give some directions to my servant. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Certainly. 


LORD GORING. 

When that lady calls, tell her that I am not 
expected home this evening. Tell her that I 
have been suddenly called out of town. You under- 
stand? 
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PHIPPs. 
The lady is in that room, my lord. You told 


me to show her into that room, my lord. 


LORD GORING. 
You did perfectly right. (xz Puipps.) What 
a mess I am in. No; I think I shall get through it. 
Pll give her a lecture through the door. Awkward 
thing to manage, though. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Arthur, tell me what I should do. My life . 
seems to have crumbled about me. I am a ship 


without a rudder in a night without a star. 


LORD GORING. 


` Robert, you love your wife, don’t you? 


SiR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I love her more than anything in the world. I 
used to think ambition the great thing. It is not. 
Love is the great thing in the world. There is 
nothing but love, and I love her. But I am de- 


famed in her eyes. I am ignoble in her. eyes. 


— 
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There is a wide gulf between us now. She has 


found me out, Arthur, she has found me out. 


LORD GORING. 
Has she never in her life done some folly— 
some indiscretion—that she should not forgive your 


sin? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 

My wife! Never! She does not know what 
weakness or temptation is. I am of clay like 
other men. She stands apart as good women do— 
pitiless in her perfection—cold and stern and with- 
out mercy. But I love her, Arthur. We are child- 
less, and I have no one else to love, ^no one else 
to love me. Perhaps if God had sent us chil- 
dren she might have been kinder to me. But 
God has given us a lonely house. And she has 
cut my heart in two. Don't let us talk of it. I 
was brutal to her this evening. But I suppose 
when sinners talk to saints they are brutal al- 
ways. I said to her things that were hideously 
true, on my side, from my standpoint, from the 


co MEN DENEN S 
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standpoint of men. But don’t let us talk of 
that. 


LORD GORING. 
Your wife will forgive you. Perhaps at this 
moment she is forgiving you. She loves you, 
Robert. Why should she not forgive? 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN, 

God grant it! God grant it! (Buries his face 
in his hands.) But there is something more I have 
to tell you, Arthur. 

(Enter Pures with drinks.) 


T Purprs. 
(Hands hock and seltzer to SiR ROBERT CHILTERN.) 


Hock and seltzer, sir. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Thank you. 


LORD GORING. 


Is your carriage here, Robert? 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
No; I walked from the club, 
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LORD GORING. 
Sir Robert will take my cab, Phipps. 


PHIPPS. 
Yes, my lord. 
( Exit.) 
LORD GORING. 
Robert, you don’t mind my sending you away? 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Arthur, you must let me stay for five minutes. 
I have made up my mind what I am going to do 
to-night in the House. The debate on the Argen- 
tine Canal is to begin at eleven. (A chair falls in 
the drawing-room.) What is that? 


LORD GORING. 
Nothing. 
SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I heard a chair fall in the next room. Someone 


has been listening. 


LORD GORING. 


No, no; there is no one there. 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
There is someone. There are lights in the 
room, and the door is ajar. Someone has been 
listening to every secret of my life. Arthur, what 


does this mean? 


LORD GORING. 
Robert, you are excited, unnerved. I tell you 


there is no one in that room. Sit down, Robert. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Do you give me your word that there is no one 


there? 


LORD GORING. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Your word of honour? (Sits down.) 


LORD GORING. 
Yes. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


(Rises) Arthur, let me see for myself. 
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LORD GORING. 


No, no. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

If there is no one there why should I not look 
in that room? Arthur, you must let me go into that 
room and satisfy myself. Let me know that no 
eavesdropper has heard my life’s secret. Arthur, you 


don’t realise what I am going through. 


LORD GORING. 
Robert, this must stop. I have told you that 


there is no one in that room—that is enough. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Rushes to the door of the room.) It is not enough. 
I insist on going into this room. You have told me 
there is no one there, so what reason can you have 


for refusing me? 


LORD GORING. 
For God’s sake, don’t! There is someone there. 


Someone whom you must not see. 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Ah, I thought so! 


LORD GORING. 


I forbid you to enter that room. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Stand back. My life is at stake. And I don’t 
care who is there. I will know who it is to whom I 


have told my secret and my shame. (Enters room.) 


LORD GORING. 
Great Heavens! his own wife! 
(Sır ROBERT CHILTERN comes back, with a look of 


scorn and anger on his face.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
What explanation have you to give me for the 


presence of that woman here? 


LORD GORING. 


Robert, I swear to you on my honour that that 


lady is stainless and guiltless of all offence towards 


you. 
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Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


She is a vile, an infamous thing! 


LORD GORING. 
Don’t say that, Robert! It was for your sake she 
came here. It was to try and save you she came 


here. She loves you and no one else. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

You are mad. What have I to do with her 
intrigues with you? Let her remain your mistress! 
You are well suited to each other. She, corrupt and 
shameful—you, false as a friend, treacherous as an 


enemy even—— 


LORD GORING. 
It is not true, Robert. Before heaven, it is not 


true. In her presence and in yours I will explain all. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Let me pass, sir. You have lied enough upon 


your word of honour. 


(Sir ROBERT CHILTERN goes out. LORD GORING 


rushes to the door of the drawing-room, when Mrs, 
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CHEVELEY comes out, looking radiant and much 
amused.) 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(With a mock curtsey.) Good evening, Lord Goring! 


LORD GORING. 
Mrs. Cheveley! Great Heavens! . . . May I ask 
what you were doing in my drawing-room? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Merely listening. I have a perfect passion for 
listening through keyholes. One always hears such 


wonderful things through them. 


LORD GORING. 

Doesn’t that sound rather like tempting Pro- 
vidence? 

MRs. CHEVELEY. 

Oh! surely Providence can resist temptation by 
this time. (Makes a sign to him to take her cloak off, 
which he does.) 

LORD GORING. 
I am glad you have called. I am going to give 


you some good advice. 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Oh! pray don’t. One should never give a woman 


anything that she can’t wear in the evening. 


LORD GORING. 


I see you are quite as wilful as you used to be. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Far more! I have greatly improved. I have had 


more experience. 


LORD GORING. 
Too much experience is a dangerous thing. Pray 
have a cigarette. Half the pretty women in London 


smoke cigarettes. Personally I prefer the other half. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
Thanks. I never smoke. My dressmaker wouldn’t 
like it, and a woman’s first duty in life is to her 
dressmaker, isn’t it? What the second duty is, no 


one has as yet discovered. 


LORD GORING. 
You have come here to sell me Robert Chiltern’s 


letter, haven’t you? 
13* 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
To offer it to you on conditions. How did you 


guess that? 


LORD GORING. 
Because you haven’t mentioned the subject. Have 


you got it with you? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Sitting down.) Oh, no! A well-made dress has 


no pockets. 


LORD GORING. 


What is your price for it? 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 

How absurdly English you are! The English 
think that A cheque-book can solve every problem in 
life. Why, my dear Arthur, I have very much more 
money than you have, and quite as much as Robert 


Chiltern has got hold of. Money is not what I want. 


LORD GORING. 


What do you want then, Mrs. Cheveley? 
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Mns. CHEVELEY. 


Why don't you call me Laura? 


LORD GORING. 


I don’t like the name. 


r Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
You used to adore it. 
4 
Lorp GORING. 
Yes: that’s why. (Mrs. CHEVELEY motions-to him 
to sit down beside her. He smiles, and does so.) 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
* 
Arthur, you loved me once. 
LORD GORING. 
| Yes. 
" Mns. CHEVELEY. 


And you asked me to be your wife. 


LORD GORING. 


That was the natural result of my loving you. 


| Mns. CHEVELEY. 


And you threw me over because you saw, or said 
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you saw, poor old Lord Mortlake trying to have a 
violent flirtation with me in the conservatory at 
Tenby. 


LORD GORING. 
I am under the impression that my lawyer settled 
that matter with you on certain terms . . . dictated 


by yourself. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 


At that time I was poor; you were rich. 


LORD GORING. 
Quite so. That is why you pretended to love me. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Shrugging her shoulders.) Poor old Lord Mort- 
lake, who had only two topics of conversation, his 
gout and his wife! I never could quite make out 
which of the two he was talking about. He used the 
most horrible language about them both. Well, you 
were silly, Arthur. Why, Lord Mortlake was never 


anything more to me than an amusement. One of 


those utterly tedious amusements one only finds at 
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an English country-house on an English country 
Sunday. I don’t think anyone at all morally re- 
sponsible for what he or she does at an English 


country-house. 


LORD GORING. 


Yes. I know lots of people think that. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


I loved you, Arthur. 


LORD GORING. 
My dear Mrs. Cheveley, you have always been 


far too clever to know anything about love. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

I did love you. And you loved me. You know 
you loved me; and love is a very wonderful thing. 
Y suppose that when a man has once loved a woman, 
he will do anything for her, except continue to love 


her? (Puts her hand on his). 
LORD GORING. 
(Taking his hand away quietly.) Yes: except 


that. 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(After a pause.) I am tired of living abroad. I 
want to come back to London. I want to have a 
charming house here. I want to have a salon. If 
one could only teach the English how to talk, and 
the Irish how to listen, society here would be quite 
civilised. Besides, I have arrived at the romantic 
stage. When I saw you last night at the Chilterns’, 
I knew you were the only person I had ever cared 
for, if I ever have cared for anybody, Arthur. And 
so, on the morning of the day you marry me, I will 
give you Robert Chiltern’s letter. That is my offer. 


I will give it to you now, if you promise to marry me. 
LORD GORING. 
Now? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Smiling.) To-morrow. 
LORD GORING. 
Are you really serious? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Yes, quite serious. 
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LORD GORING. 
I should make you a very bad husband. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
I don’t mind bad husbands. I have had two. 
They amused me immensely. 


Lorp GORING. 
You mean that you amused yourself immensely, 
don’t you? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


What do you know about my married life? 


LORD GORING. 
Nothing: but I can read it like a book. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
What book? 


LORD GORING. 
(Rising.) The Book of Numbers. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
Do you think it is quite charming of you to be 


so rude to a woman in your own house? 


a lt —: 
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LORD GORING. 
In the case of very fascinating women, sex is a 


challenge, not a defence. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
I suppose that is meant for a compliment. My 
dear Arthur, women are never disarmed by compli- 
ments. Men always are. That is the difference 


between the two sexes. 
LORD GORING. 


Women are never disarmed by anything, as far 


as I know them. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(After a pause.) Then you are going to allow 


your greatest friend, Robert Chiltern, to be ruined, 
rather than marry someone who really has consider- 
able attractions left. I thought you would have 
risen to some great height of self-sacrifice, Arthur. 
I think you should. And the rest of your life you 


could spend in contemplating your own perfections. 


LORD GORING. 
Oh! I do that as it is. And self-sacrifice is a 
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thing that should be put down by law. It is so de- 


moralising to the people for whom one sacrifices 


oneself. They always go to the bad. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
As if anything could demoralise Robert Chiltern! 


You seem to forget that I know his real character. 


LORD GORING. 

What you know about him is not his real char- 
acter. It was an act of folly done in his youth, dis- 
honourable, I admit, shameful, I admit, unworthy of 
him, I admit, and therefore . . . not his true char- 


acter. 


Mns. CHEVELEY. 


How you men stand up for each other! 


LORD GORING. 


How you women war against each other! 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Bitterly.) 1 only war against one woman, against 
Gertrude Chiltern. I hate her. I hate, her now 


more than ever. 
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LORD GORING. 
Because you have brought a real tragedy into 


her life, I suppose. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 

(With a sneer.) Oh, there is only one real tra- 
gedy in a woman’s life. The fact that her past is 
always her lover, and her future invariably her hus- 
band. 


LORD GORING. 
Lady Chiltern knows nothing of the kind of life 
to which you are alluding. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 

A woman whose size in gloves is seven and 
three-quarters never knows much about anything. 
You know Gertrude has always worn seven and three- 
quarters? That is one of the reasons why there 
was never any moral sympathy between us. 
Well, Arthur, I suppose this romantic interview may 
be regarded as at an end. You admit it was ro- 
mantic, don’t you? For the privilege of being your 


wife I was ready to surrender a great prize, the 
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climax of my diplomatic career. You decline. Very 
.well. If Sir Robert doesn’t uphold my Argentine 
scheme, I expose him. Voild fout. 


Lonp GORING. 

You mustn't do that. It would be vile, horrible, 
infamous. 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Shrugging her shoulders.) Oh! don’t use big 
words. They mean so little. It is a commercial 
transaction. ‘That is all. There is no good mixing 
up sentimentality in it. I offered to sell Robert 
Chiltern a certain thing. If he won’t pay me my 
price, he will have to pay the world a greater price. 
There is no more to be said. I must go. Good- 
bye. Won't you shake hands? 


LORD GORING. 

With you? No. Your transaction with Robert 
Chiltern may pass as a loathsome commercial trans- 
action of a loathsome commercial age; but you seem 
to have forgotten that you came here to-night to 
talk of love, you whose lips desecrated the word 
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love, you to whom the thing is a book closely sealed, 
went this afternoon to the house of one of the most 


noble and gentle women in the world to degrade. 


her husband in her eyes, to try and kill her love 
for him, to put poison in her heart, and bitterness 
in her life, to break her idol, and, it may be, spoil 
her soul. That I cannot forgive you. That was 


horrible. For that there can be no forgiveness. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Arthur, you are unjust to me. Believe me, you 
are quite unjust to me. I didn't go to taunt Ger- 
trude at all. I had no idea of doing anything of 
the kind when I entered. I called with Lady Markby 
simply to ask whether an ornament, a jewel, that I 
lost somewhere last night, had been found at the 
Chilterns’. If you don’t believe me, you can ask 
Lady Markby. She will tell you it is true. The 
scene that occurred happened after Lady Markby 
had left, and was really forced on me by Gertrude’s 
rudeness and sneers. I called, oh!—a little out of 


malice if you like—but really to ask if a diamond 
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brooch of mine had been found. That was the 


origin of the whole thing. 


LORD GORING. 


A diamond snake-brooch with a ruby? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Yes. How do you know? 


LORD GORING. 

Because it is found. In point of fact, I found it 
myself, and stupidly forgot to tell the butler any- 
thing about it as I was leaving. (Goes over to the 
writing-table and pulls out the drawers.) It is in 
this drawer. No, that one. This is the brooch, 
isn’t it? (Holds up the brooch.) 

— Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

Yes. I am so glad to get it back. It was...a 

present. 


LORD GORING. 


Won’t you wear it? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Certainly, if you pin it in. (LORD GORING sud- 
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denly clasps it on her arm.) Why do you put it on 
as a bracelet? I never knew it could be worn as a 


bracelet. 


LORD GORING. 
Really? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Holding out her handsome arm.) No; but it 


looks very well on me as a bracelet, doesn’t it? 


LORD GORING. 


Yes; much better. than when I saw it last. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
When did you see it last? 


LORD GORING. 
(Calmly.) Oh, ten years ago, on Lady Berk- 


shire, from whom you stole it. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Starting.) What do you mean? 


LORD GORING. 


I mean that you stole that ornament from my 
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cousin, Mary Berkshire, to whom I gave it when she 
was married. Suspicion fell on a wretched servant, 
who was sent away in disgrace. I recognised it last 
night. I determined to say nothing about it till I 
had found the thief. I have found the thief now, 


and I have heard her own confession. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Tossing her head.) It is not true. 


LORD GORING. 
You know it is true. Why, thief is written across 


your face at this moment. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


^ AMA 


I will deny the whole affair from beginning to 


end. I will say that I have never seen this wretched 
thing, that it was never in my possession. 

(Mrs. CHEVELEY fries to get the bracelet off her 
arm, but fails. LORD GORING looks on amused. Her 
thin fingers tear at the jewel to no purpose. A curse 
breaks from her.) 


LORD GORING. 


The drawback of stealing a thing, Mrs. Cheveley, 
An Ideal Husband, 14 
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is that one never knows how wonderful the thing 

that one steals is. You can’t get that bracelet off, 

unless you know where the spring is. And I see 

you don’t know where the spring is. It. is rather 

difficult to find. 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. ^ 
You brute! You coward! (She tries again to T 

unclasp the bracelet, but fails.) 


LORD GORING. 
Oh! don’t use big words. They mean so little. 


^ 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(Again tears at the bracelet in a paroxysm of 
rage, with inarticulate sounds. Then stops, and looks 


at Lord GORING.) What are you going to do? 


LORD GORING. 


* 


I am going to ring for my servant. He is an 
admirable servant. Always comes in the moment 
one rings for him. When he comes I will tell him 
to fetch the police. 

Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


(Trembling.) The police? What for? 


E] 
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LORD GORING. 
To-morrow the Berkshires will prosecute you. 
That is what the police are for. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 

(Zs now in an agony of physical terror. Her 
face is distorted. - Her mouth awry. A mask has 
fallen from her. She is, for the moment, dreadful to 
look at.) Don’t do that. I will do anything you 
want. Anything in the world you want. 


LORD GORING. 
Give me Robert Chiltern’s letter. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
Stop! Stop! Let me have time to think. 


LORD GORING. 
Give me Robert Chiltern’s letter. 


MRs. CHEVELEY. 
I have not got it with me. I will give it to you 
to-morrow. 
LORD GORING. 


You know you are lying. Give it to me at once. 
ra" 


MR 
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Mns. CHEVELEY pulls the letter out, and hands it to 
him. She is horribly pale.) This is it? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(In a hoarse voice.) Yes. 
LORD GORING. 
(Takes the letter, examines it, sighs, and burns it e 
over the lamp.) For so well-dressed a woman, Mrs. 
Cheveley, you have moments of admirable common- 
sense. I congratulate you. 
Mns. CHEVELEY. | 
(Catches sight of Lavy CHILTERN’S Zetter, the 
cover of which is just showing from under the blotting- 
book.) Please get me a glass of water. 3 


LORD GORING. 


— 


Certainly. (Goes to the corner of the room and 
pours out a glass of water. While his back is' turned ‘ 
Mns. CHEVELEY steals LADY CHILTERN’S letter. When 


LORD GORING returns with the glass she refuses it 


with a gesture.) 


— 
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Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
Thank you. Will you help me on with my | 
cloak? 
LORD GORING. 
With pleasure. (Puts her cloak on.) 
j: Mrs. CHEVELEY. | 
Thanks. I am never going to try to harm f 
Robert Chiltern again. | 
LORD GORING. i 
Fortunately you have not the chance, Mrs. i 
` Cheveley. i 
MRs. CHEVELEY. i 
n 
E Well, if even I had the chance, I wouldn't. On 
the contrary, I am going to render him a great | 


service. 


— A 


LORD GORING. 


I am charmed to hear it. It is a reformation. 


} Mrs. CHEVELEY. 


Yes. I can’t bear so upright a gentleman, so 
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honourable an English gentleman, being so shame- 


fully deceived, and so—— 


LORD GORING. 
Well? 
Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
I find that somehow Gertrude Chiltern’s dying 


speech and confession has strayed into my pocket. X 


LORD GORING. 
What do you mean? 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(With a bitter note of triumph in her voice.) 
I mean that I am going to send Robert Chiltern the 


love-letter his wife wrote to you to-night. 


LORD GORING. 
Love-letter? d 
Mns. CHEVELEY. 
(Laughing. “I want you. I trust you. I am 
coming to you. Gertrude." 
(LORD GORING rushes to the bureau and takes up 


the envelope, finds it empty, and turns round.) 


N 
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LORD GORING. 

You wretched woman, must you always be 
thieving? Give me back that letter. Pll take it 
from you by force. You shall not leave my room 
till I have got it. 

(He rushes towards her, but Mrs. CHEVELEY at 
once puts her hand on the electric bell that is on the 
table. The bell sounds with shrill reverberations, and 


PHIPPS enters. 


Mrs. CHEVELEY. 
(After a pause.) Lord Goring merely rang that 
you should show me out. Good night, Lord Goring! 
(Goes out followed by Pripps. Her face is 


illumined with evil triumph. There is joy in her 


eyes. Vouth seems to have come back to her. Her 


last glance is like a swift arrow. LORD GORING 


bites his lip, and lights a cigarette.) 


Act Drop. 


FOURTH ACT. 


FOURTH ACT. 


SCENE: 
Same as Act II. 


(Lorp Gorinc is standing by the fireplace with 
his hands in his pockets. He is looking rather 
bored.) 


LORD GORING. 

(Pulls out his watch, inspects it, and rings the 
bell.) It is a great nuisance. I can’t find anyone 
in this house to talk to. And I am full of interesting 
information. I feel like the latest edition of some- 
thing or other. 


(Enter servant.) 


James. 


Sir Robert is still at the Foreign Office, my 
lord. 
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LORD GORING. 
Lady Chiltern not down yet? 


— 


JAMEs. . 
Her ladyship has not yet left her room. Miss 
Chiltern has just come in from riding. 


LORD GORING. 
(To himself.) Ah! that is something. 


James. 
Lord Caversham has been waiting some time in 
the library for Sir Robert. I told him your lordship 


was here. 


LORD GORING. 
Thank you. Would you kindly tell him Pve 
gone? 
James. 
(Bowing.) I shall do so, my lord. 


(Exit servant.) 


LORD GORING. 


— 4 ii i a ee Um 


Really, I don’t want to meet my father three 


days running. It is a great deal too much excite- 


— 
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ment for any son. I hope to goodness he won't 
come up. Fathers should be neither seen nor héard. 
That is the only proper basis for family-life. Mothers 
are different. Mothers are darlings. (Zhrows him- 
self down into a chair, picks up a paper and begins 
to read it.) 


(Enter LORD CAVERSHAM.) 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
Well, sir, what are you doing here? Wasting 


your time as usual, I suppose? 


LORD GORING. 
(Throws down paper and rises.) My dear father, 
when one pays a visit it is for the purpose of wasting 
other people’s time, not one’s own. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Have you been thinking over what I spoke to 
you about last night? 


LORD GORING. 


I have been thinking about nothing else. 


. E 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 


Engaged to be married yet? 


LORD GORING. 
(Genially.) Not yet: but I hope to be before 
lunch-time. 
LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Caustically.) You can have till dinner-time if it 


would be of any convenience to you. 


LORD GORING. 
Thanks awfully, but I think Pd sooner be en- 
gaged before lunch. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Humph! Never know when you are serious 
or not. 
LORD GORING. 
Neither do I, father. 
(A pause.) 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
I suppose you have read Zhe Times this mor- 


ning? 
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LORD GORING. 
(Airily.) The Times? Certainly not. I only 
read The Morning Post. All that one should know 
about modern life is where the Duchesses are; any- 


thing else is quite demoralising. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Do you mean to say you have not read 77e 


Times leading article on Robert Chiltern's career? 


Lorp GORING. 


Good heavens! No. What does it say? 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 

What should it say, sir? Everything compli- 
mentary, of course. Chiltern's speech last night on 
this Argentine Canal scheme was one of the finest 
pieces of oratory ever delivered in the House since 


Canning. 


LORD GORING. 
Ah! Never heard of Canning. Never wanted 
to. And did... did Chiltern uphold the scheme? 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Uphold it, sir? How little you know him! 
Why, he denounced it roundly, and the whole 
system of modern political finance. This speech is 
the turning-point in his career, as Zhe Times points 


out. You should read this article, sir. (Opens 


of our young statesmen . . . Brilliant orator . . . Un- 
blemished career . . . Well-known integrity of char- 
acter . . . Represents what.is best in English public 
life... Noble contrast to the lax morality so com- 
mon among foreign politicians.” They will never 


say that of you, sir. 


“The Times.“) “Sir Robert Chiltern... most rising | 
| 

LORD GORING. * | 
I sincerely hope not, father However, I am | 
delighted at what you tell me about Robert, tho- 


roughly delighted. It shows he has got pluck. \ 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. | 
He has got more than pluck, sir, he has got 


genius. 
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LORD GORING. 


B Ah! I prefer pluck. It is not so common, now- 


adays, as genius is. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


I wish you would go into Parliament. 


A LORD GORING. 
f My dear father, only people who look dull ever 
get into the House of Commons, and only people 


who are dull ever succeed there. 


{ LORD CAVERSHAM. 


| Why don't you try to do something useful 
i in life? 


LORD GORING. 


I am far too young. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Testily.) I hate this affectation of youth, sir. It 


is a great deal too prevalent nowadays. 


LORD GORING. 


Youth isn’t an affectation. Youth is an art. 
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Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
Why don’t you propose to that pretty Miss 
Chiltern? 


LORD GORING. 
I am of a very nervous disposition, especially in 
the morning. 


4 Lorp CAVERSHAM. + 


I don’t suppose there is the smallest chance of 


her accepting you. 


i 


LORD GORING. 
I don’t know how the betting stands to-day. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
If she did accept you she would be the prettiest 
fool in England. 


LORD GORING. 4 

That is just what I should like to marry. A 

thoroughly sensible wife would reduce me to a con- 
dition of absolute idiocy in less than six months. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. - 
You don’t deserve her, sir. 
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4 LORD GORING. 
My dear father, if we men married the women 


we deserved, we should have a very bad time of it. 


(Enter MABEL CHILTERN.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Oh!... How do you do, Lord Caversham? I 


hope Lady Caversham is quite well? 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


Lady Caversham is as usual, as usual. 


LORD GORING. 


Good morning, Miss Mabel! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Taking no notice at all of Lorn GORING, and 
addressing herself exclusively to LORD CAVERSHAM.) 
And Lady Caversham’s bonnets... are they at all 


better? 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 


They have had a serious relapse, I am sorry to 


say. 


15* 
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LORD GORING. 
Good morning, Miss Mabel! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(To LORD CAVERSHAM.) I hope an operation will 


not be necessary. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Smiling at her pertness.) 1f it is, we shall have 
to give Lady Caversham a narcotic. Otherwise she 


would never consent to have a feather touched. 


LORD GORING. 


(With increased emphasis.) Good morning, Miss 
Mabel! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Turning round with feigned surprise.) Oh, are 
8 ci 7 
you here? Of course you understand that aſter your 
breakin our appointment I am never going to 
EY PI going 


speak to you again. 


Lorp GoRiNG. 


Oh, please don't say such a thing. You are the 
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one person in London I really like to have to listen 


to me. 


MABEL CHILTERN, 
Lord Goring, I never believe a single word that 


either you or I say to each other. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
You are quite right, my dear, quite right... 


as far as he is concerned, I mean. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Do you think you could possibly make your 
son behave a little better occasionally? Just as a 


change. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM, 
I regret to say, Miss Chiltern, that I have no 
influence at all over my son. I wish I had. If I 


had, I know what I would make him do. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
I am afraid that he has one of those terribly 


weak natures that are not susceptible to influence. 
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Lorp CAVERSHAM. 


He is very heartless, very heartless. j 


LORD GORING. 
It seems to me that I am a little in the way 


here. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
It is very good for you to be in the way, and to 


know what people say of you behind your back. 


LORD GORING. 
I don’t at all like knowing what people say of 
me behind my back. It makes me far too con- 


ceited. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
After that, my dear, I really must bid you good 


morning. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Oh! I hope you are not going to leave me all 
alone with Lord Goring? Especially at such an 


early hour in the day. 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 

I am afraid I can't take him with me to Downing 
Street. It is not the Prime Minister’s day for seeing 
the unemployed. 

(Shakes hands with MaBEL CHILTERN, takes up 
his hat and stick, and goes out, with a parting glare 


of indignation at LORD GORING.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Takes up roses and begins to arrange them in a 
bowl on the table.) People who don’t keep their 


appointments in the Park are horrid. 


LORD GORING. 
Detestable. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
I am glad you admit it. But I wish you wouldn’t 
look so pleased about it. 


LORD GORING. 
I can't help it. I always look pleased when I 


am with you. 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Sadly.) Then I suppose it is my duty to re- 
main with you? 
LORD GORING. 
Of course it is. 
à 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Well, my duty is a thing I never do, on principle. 
It always depresses me. So I am afraid I must 
leave you. i 
LORD GORING. 
Please don’t, Miss Mabel. I have something 


very particular to say to you. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


(Rapturously:) Oh! is it a proposal? 


LORD GORING. 
(Somewhat taken aback.) Well, yes, it is—I am 


bound to say it is. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


With a sigh of pleasure.) I am so glad. That 
Ż ) g 


makes the second to-day. 
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LORD GORING. 
(Indignantly.) The second to-day? What con- 
ceited ass has been impertinent enough to dare to 


propose to you before I had proposed to you? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Tommy Trafford, of course. It is one of Tommy's 
days for proposing. He always proposes on Tues- 
days and Thursdays, during the Season. 


LORD GORING. 


You didn’t accept him, I hope? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

I make it a rule never to accept Tommy. That 
is why he goes on proposing. Of course, as you 
didn’t turn up this morning, I very nearly said yes. 
It would have been an excellent lesson both for him 
and for you if I had. It would have taught you 


both better manners. 


LORD GORING. 
Oh! bother Tommy Trafford. Tommy is a silly 
little ass, I love you. 
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MABEL CHILTERN. 
I know. And I think you might have mentioned 
it before. I am sure I have given you heaps of 


opportunities. 


LORD GORING. 


Mabel, do be serious. Please be serious. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Ah! that is the sort of thing a man always says 
to a girl before he has been married to her. He 


never says it afterwards. 


LORD GORING. 
(Taking hold of her hand.) Mabel, I have told 
you that I love you. Can't you love me a little in 


return? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

You silly Arthur! If you knew anything about... 
anything, which you don't, you would know that I 
adore you. Everyone in London knows it except 
you. It is a public scandal the way I adore you. 


I have been going about for the last six months 
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telling the whole of society that I adore you. I 
wonder you consent to have anything to say to me. 
I have no character left at all. At least, I feel so 
happy that I am quite sure I have no character left 


at all. 


LORD GORING. 
(Catches her in his arms and kisses her. Then 
there is a pause of bliss.) Dear! Do you know I 


was awfully afraid of being refused! 


MABEL CHILTERN. , 
(Looking up at him.) But you never have been 
refused yet by anybody, have you, Arthur? I can’t 
imagine anyone refusing you. 


Lorp GORING. 
(After kissing her again.) Of course Pm not 
nearly good enough for you, Mabel. 


MABEL CHILTERN, 
(Nestling close to him.) I am so glad, darling. 


I was afraid you were. 
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LORD GORING. 
(After some hesitation.) And m... Pm a little 


over thirty. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


Dear, you look weeks younger than that. 


LORD GORING. 4 
(Enthustastically.) How sweet of you to say 
so! . .. And it is only fair to tell you frankly that I 


am fearfully extravagant. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
But so am I, Arthur. So we're sure to agree. 


And now I must go and see Gertrude. 


LORD GORING. 


Must you really? (Kisses her.) ? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Yes. 


LORD GORING. 


Then do tell her I want to talk to her par- 
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ticularly. I have been waiting here all the morning 


to see either her or Robert. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Do you mean to say you didn’t come here ex- 


pressty to propose to me? 


LORD GORING. 


(Triumphantly.) No; that was a flash of genius. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
Your first. 


LORD GORING. 
(With determination.) My last. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
I am delighted to hear it. Now don't stir. Pl 


al be back in five minutes. And don’t fall into any 


temptations while I am away. 


LORD GORING. 


Dear Mabel, while you are away, there are none. 


It makes me horribly dependent on you. 


(Enter LADY CHILTERN.) 


TERN, and goes out.) 
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LADY CHILTERN. 
Good morning, dear! How pretty you are look- 
ing! 
MABEL CHILTERN. 
How pale you are looking, Gertrude! It is most 
becoming! 
LADY CHILTERN. 


Good morning, Lord Goring! 


LORD GORING. 


(Bowing.) Good morning, Lady Chiltern! 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(Aside to LORD Gorinc.) I shall be in the con- 


servatory, under the second palm-tree on the left. 


LORD GORING. 
Second on the left? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
(With a look of mock surprise.) Yes; the usual 
palm-tree. 


(Blows a kiss to him, unobserved by Lavy CHI 
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LORD GORING. 

Lady Chiltern, I have a certain amount of very 
good news to tell you. Mrs. Cheveley gave me up 
Robert’s letter last night, and I burned it. Robert 
is safe. 

Lapy ‘CHILTERN. 

(Sinking on the sofa.) Safe! Oh! I am so 
glad of that. What a good friend you are to him— 
to us! 

LORD GORING. 
There is only one person now that could be said 


to be in any danger. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Who is that? 


LORD GORING. 
(Sitting down beside her.) Yourself. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
I! In danger? What do you mean? 


LORD GORING. 


Danger is too great a word. It is a word I 
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should not have used. But I admit I have some- 
thing to tell you that may distress you, that terribly 


distresses me. Yesterday evening you wrote me a 


r 


7 very beautiful, womanly letter, asking me for my 
help. Vou wrote to me as one of your oldest 


friends, one of your husband's oldest friends. Mrs. 


— 12 


Cheveley stole that letter from my rooms. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Well, what use is it to her? Why should she i 


not have it? 


LORD GORING. 
(Rising.) Lady Chiltern, I will be quite frank 
with you. Mrs. Cheveley puts a certain construction 
on that letter and proposes to send it to your hus- 


band. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
But what construction could she put on it. 
Oh! not that! not that! If I in—in trouble, and 
wanting your help, trusting you, propose to come to 


you... that you may advise me... assist me... 
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Oh! are there women so horrible as that . . .? And 
she proposes to send it to my husband? Tell me 


what happened. Tell me all that happened. 


LORD GORING. 

Mrs. Cheveley was concealed in a room adjoining 
my library, without my knowledge. I thought that 
the person who was waiting in that room to see me 
was yourself. Robert came in unexpectedly. A 
chair or something fell in the room. He forced his 
way in, and he discovered her. We had a terrible 
scene. I still thought it was you. He left me in 
anger. At the end of everything Mrs. Cheveley got 
possession of your letter—she stole it, when or how, 


I don’t know. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
At what hour did this happen? 


LORD GORING. 
At half-past ten. And now I propose that we 


tell Robert the whole thing at once. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


(Looking at him with amazement thai is almost 
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4 


terror.) You want me to tell Robert that the woman 
you expected was not Mrs. Cheveley, but myself? 
À That it was I whom you thought was concealed in a 
i7 room in your house, at halfpast ten o'clock at 


night? You want me to tell him that? 


| LORD GORING. 
Í I think it is better that he should know the 1 


exact truth. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


(Rising. Oh, I couldn't, I couldn't! 


LORD GORING. 
May I do it? 2 


LADY CHILTERN. 


LORD GORING. 


(Gravely.) You are wrong, Lady Chiltern. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


E No. The letter must be intercepted. That is 


all. But how can I do it? Letters arrive for him 


T 


— dEE 
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every moment of the day. His secretaries open 
them and hand them to him. I dare not ask the 
servants to bring me his letters. It would be im- 
possible. Oh! why don't you tell me what to do? 


LORD GORING. 
Pray be calm, Lady Chiltern, and answer the 
questions I am going to put to you. You said his 


secretaries open his letters. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Yes. 


LORD GORING. 
Who is with him to-day? Mr. Trafford, isn’t it? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
No. Mr. Montford, I think. 


LORD GORING. 
You can trust him? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(With a gesture of despair.) Oh! how do I 


know? 
16* 


T 


— — — — — — 


244 AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


LORD GORING. 
He would do what you asked him, wouldn’t he? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
I think so. 


LORD GORING. 
Your letter was on pink paper. He could re- / 
cognise it without reading it, couldn't he? By the 


colour? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


I suppose so. 


LORD GORING. 


Is he in the house now? 


LADY CHILTERN. 


LORD GORING. 
Then I will go and see him myself, and tell him 
that a certain letter, written on pink paper, is to be 
forwarded to Robert to-day, and that at all costs it 


must not reach liim. (Goes /o the door, and opens 
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zt.) Oh! Robert is coming upstairs with the letter 
in his hand. It has reached him already. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(With a cry of pain.) Oh! you have saved his 
life; what have you done with mine? 
(Enter SiR ROBERT CHILTERN. He has the letter 
in his hand, and is reading tt. He comes towards 


his wife, not noticing LORD GORING’S presence.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

“T want you. I trust you. I am coming to you. 
Gertrude." Oh, my love! Is this true? Do you 
indeed trust me, and want me? If so, it was for 
me to come to you, not for you to write of coming 
to me. This letter of yours, Gertrude, makes me 
feel that nothing that the world may do can hurt 
me now. You want me, Gertrude? 

(LORD GORING, unseen by SiR ROBERT CHILTERN, 
makes an imploring sign to LADY CHILTERN to accept 
the situation and SiR ROBERT'S error.) 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Yes. 
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Str ROBERT CHILTERN. 
You trust me, Gertrude? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Yes. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


Ah! why did you not add you loved me? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
(Taking his hand.) Because I loved you. 


(LORD GORING passes into the conservatory.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Kisses her.) Gertrude, you don’t know what I 
feel. When Montford passed me your letter across | 
the table—he had opened it by mistake, I suppose, 
without looking at the handwriting on the envelope 
—and I read it—oh! I did not care what disgrace 
or punishment was in store for me, I only thought 
you loved me still. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
There is no disgrace in store for you, nor any 
public shame. Mrs. Cheveley has handed over to 
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Lord Goring the document that was in her pos- 


session, and he has destroyed it. 


Str ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Are you sure of this, Gertrude? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
I Yes; Lord Goring has just told me. 


Sır ROBERT. CHILTERN. 

Then I am safe! Oh! what a wonderful thing 
to be safe! For two days I have been in terror. 
I am safe now. How did Arthur destroy my letter? 
Tell me. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
He burned it. 


Sirk ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I wish I had seen that one sin of my youth 
burning to ashes. How many men there are in 
modern life who would like to see their past burning 
to white ashes before them! Is Arthur still here? 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 


Yes; he is in the conservatory. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I am so glad now I made that speech last night 
in the House, so glad. I made it thinking that 
public disgrace might be the result. But it has not 


been so. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Public honour has been the result. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

I think so. I fear so, almost. For although I 
am safe from detection, although every proof against 
me is destroyed, I suppose, Gertrude . . . I suppose 
I should retire from public life? (He looks anxiously 
at his wife.) 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Eagerly.) Oh yes, Robert, you should do that. 
It is your duty to do that. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 


It is much to surrender, 
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Lapy CHILTERN, 
No; it will be much to gain. 
(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down the 
room with a troubled expression. Then comes over 


to his wife, and puts his hand on her shoulder.) 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN, 
And you would be happy living somewhere alone 
with me, abroad perhaps, or in the country away 
from London, away from public life? You would 


have no regrets? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Oh! none, Robert. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Sadly.) And your ambition for me? You used 


to be ambitious for me. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Oh, my ambition! I have none now, but that 
we two may love each other. It was your ambition 
that led you astray. Let us not talk about ambition. 


(LORD GORING returns from the conservatory, 
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looking very pleased with himself, and with an 
entirely new buttonhole that someone has made for 
him.) 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Going towards him.) Arthur, I have to thank 
you for what you have done for me. I don’t know 
how I can repay you. (Shakes hands with him.) 


LORD GORING. 
My dear fellow, Pll tell you at once. At the 
present moment, under the usual palm-tree ... I 


mean in the conservatory .. . 


(Enter MASON.) 


MASON. 


Lord Caversham. 


LORD GORING. 
That admirable father of mine really makes a 
habit of turning up at the wrong moment. It is 


very heartless of him, very heartless indeed. 


(Enter LORD CAVERSHAM. MASON goes out.) 
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LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Good morning, Lady Chiltern! Warmest con- 
gratulations to you, Chiltern, on your brilliant speech 
last night. I have just left the Prime Minister, and 


you are to have the vacant seat in the Cabinet. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(With a look of joy and triumph.) A seat in the 
Cabinet? 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Yes; here is the Prime Minister's letter. (Mands 


letter.) 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Takes letter and reads it.) A seat in the 
Cabinet! 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Certainly, and you well deserve it too. You 
have got what we want so much in political life 
nowadays—high character, high moral tone, high 
principles. (Zo Lorp Gorinc.) Everything that 


you have not got, sir, and never will have. 
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LORD GORING. 
I don’t like principles, father. I prefer pre- 
judices. 
(Sir ROBERT CHILTERN is on the brink of accept- 
ing the Prime Minister’s offer, when he sees his wife 
looking at him with her clear, candid eyes. He then 


realises that it is impossible.) 4 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I cannot accept this offer, Lord Caversham. I 


have made up my mind to decline it. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 


Decline it, sir! 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 


My intention is to retire at once from public life. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Angrily.) Decline a seat in the Cabinet, and 
retire from public life? Never heard such damned 
nonsense in the whole course of my existence. I 


beg your pardon, Lady Chiltern. Chiltern, I beg 
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your pardon. (Zo Lorp Gorinc.) Don’t grin like 


that, sir. 


LORD GORING. 
No, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 

Lady Chiltern, you are a sensible woman, the 
most sensible woman in London, the most sensible 
woman I know. Will you kindly prevent your hus- 
band from making such a ... from talking such ... 
Will you kindly do that, Lady Chiltern? 


LADY CHILTERN. 
I think my husband is right in his determination, 
Lord Caversham. I approve of it. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
You approve of it? Good Heavens! 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Taking her husband's hand.) I admire him for 
it I admire him immensely for it I have never 
admired him so much before. He is finer than even 


I thought him. (Zo Sm Roperr CHILTERN.) You 
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will go and write your letter to the Prime Minister 


now, won’t you? Don’t hesitate about it, Robert. 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(With a touch of bitterness.) I suppose I had 


better write it at once. Such offers are not repeated. 


I. will ask you to excuse me for a moment, Lord 


Caversham. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


I may come with you, Robert, may I not? | 


Str ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Yes, Gertrude. 


(Lapy CHILTERN goes out with him.) 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 


What is the matter with this family? Something 


wrong here, eh? (Zapping his forehead.) Idiocy? 
Hereditary, I suppose. Both of them, too. Wife as 
well as husband. Very sad. Very sad indeed! 
And they are not an old family. Can’t under- 
stand it. 
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LORD GORING. 


It is not idiocy, father, I assure you. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
What is it then, sir? 


LORD GORING. 
(After some hesitation.) Well, it is what is called 
nowadays a high moral tone, father. That is all. 


| Lorp CAVERSHAM. 

Hate these new-fangled names. Same thing as 

we used to call idiocy fifty years ago. Sha’n’t stay i 
T 


in this house any longer. 


LORD GORING. 
(Taking his arm.) Oh! just go in here for a 
moment, father. Third palm-tree to the left, the 


usual palm-tree. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
What, sir? 


LORD GORING. : , 


I beg your pardon, father, I forgot. The con- 


— — 


ro 
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servatory, father, the conservatory—there is someone 


there I want you to talk to. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 
What about, sir? 


LORD GORING. 
About me, father. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
(Grimly.) Not a subject on which much elo- 


quence is possible. 


LORD GORING. 
No, father; but the lady is like me. She doesn’t 
care much for eloquence in others. She thinks it a 
little loud. 


(LorD CAVERSHAM goes into the conservatory. LADY 


CHILTERN enters.) 


LORD GORING. 
Lady Chiltern, why are you playing Mrs. Che- 


veley’s cards? 
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Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Startled.) I don't understand you. 


LORD GORING. 

Mrs. Cheveley made an attempt to ruin your 
husband. Either to drive him from public life, or 
to make him adopt a dishonourable position. From 
the latter tragedy you saved him. The former you 
are now thrusting on him. Why should you do him 


the wrong Mrs. Cheveley tried to do and failed? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 


Lord Goring? 


LORD GORING. 

(Pulling himself together for a great effort, and 
showing the philosopher that underlies the dandy.) 
Lady Chiltern, allow me. You wrote me a letter 
last night in which you said you trusted me and 
wanted my help. Now is the moment when you 
really want my help, now is the time when you have 
got to trust me, to trust in my counsel and judgment. 
You love Robert. Do you want to kill his love for 


you? What sort of existence will he have if you 
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rob him of the fruits of his ambition, if you take 
him from the splendour of a great political career, 
if you close the doors of public life against him, if 
you condemn him to sterile failure, he who was made 
for triumph and success? Women are not meant to 
judge us, but to forgive us when we need forgiveness. 
Pardon, not punishment, is their mission. Why 
should you scourge him with rods for a sin done in 
his youth, before he knew you, before he knew him- 
self? A man’s life is of more value than a womán's. 
It has larger issues, wider scope, greater ambitions. 


A woman's life revolves in curves of emotions. It 


is upon lines of intellect that a man's life progresses. 


Don't make any terrible mistake, Lady Chiltern. A 
woman who can keep a man's love, and love him in 
return, has done all the world wants of women, or 


should want of them. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Troubled and hesitating.) But it is my husband 
himself who wishes to retire from public life. He 


feels it is his duty. It was he who first said so. 


AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


LORD GORING. 


Rather than lose your love, Robert would do 
anything, wreck his whole career, as he is on the 
brink of doing now. He is making for you a terrible 
sacrifice. Take my advice, Lady Chiltern, and do 
not accept a sacrifice so great. If you do, you will 
live to repent it bitterly. We men and women are 
not made to accept such sacrifices from each other. 
We are not worthy of them. Besides, Robert has 


been punished enough. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
We have both been punished. I set him up 
too high. 


LORD GORING. 

(With deep feeling in his voice.) Do not for that 
reason set him down now too low. If he has fallen 
from his altar, do not thrust him into the mire. Failure 
to Robert would be the very mire of shame. . Power 
is his passion. He would lose everything, even his 


power to feel love. Your husband's life is at this 
* 


260 AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


moment in your hands, your husband’s love is in 


your hands. Don’t mar both for him. 


(Enter Sm ROBERT CHILTERN.) 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Gertrude, here is the draft of my letter. Shall 
I read it to you? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Let me see it. 
(Sir ROBERT hands her the letter. She reads it, and 


then, with a gesture of passion, tears it up.) 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
What are you doing? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
A man’s life is of more value than a woman’s. 
It has larger issues, wider scope, greater ambitions. 
Our lives revolve in curves of emotions. It is upon 
lines of intellect that a man’s life progresses. I have 


just learnt this, and much else with it, from Lord 


Goring. And I will not spoil your life for you, nor 
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see you spoil it as a sacrifice to me, a useless sacri- 


fice! 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Gertrude! Gertrude! 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
You can forget. Men easily forget. And I 
forgive. That is how women help the world. I see 


that now. 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Deeply overcome by emotion, embraces her.) My 
wife! my wife! (Zo Lord GoniNG.) Arthur, it seems 


that I am always to be in your debt. 


LORD GORING. 
Oh dear no, Robert. Your debt is to Lady 


Chiltern, not to me! 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
I owe you much. And now tell me what you 
were going to ask me just now as Lord Caversham 


came in. 
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LORD GORING. 


Robert, you are your sister’s guardian, and I 
want your consent to my marriage with her. That 
is all. 


LADY CHILTERN. 


Oh, I am so glad! I am so glad! (Shakes 


hands with LORD GORING.) 


LORD GORING. 


Thank you, Lady Chiltern. 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(With a troubled look.) My sister to be your 


wife? 


LORD GORING. 
Yes. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 

(Speaking with great firmness.) Arthur, I am very 
sorry, but the thing is quite out of the question. I 
have to think of Mabel’s future happiness. And I 
don’t think her happiness would be safe in your 


hands. And I cannot have her sacrificed! 
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LORD GORING. 


Sacrificed! 


Sirk ROBERT CHILTERN. 

Yes, utterly sacrificed. Loveless marriages are 
horrible. But there is one thing worse than an ab- 
- solutely loveless marriage. A marriage in which 
there is love, but on one side only; faith, but on 
one side only; devotion, but on one side only, 
and in which of the two hearts one is sure to be 


broken. 


LORD GORING. 
But I love Mabel. No other woman has any 


| place in my life. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Robert, if they love each other, why should they 


not be married? 


SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Arthur cannot bring Mabel the love that she 


deserves. 
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LORD GORING. 


What reason have you for saying that? 


SiR ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(After a pause.) Do you really require me to 
tell you? 
LORD GORING. 


Certainly I do. 


SiR ROBERT CHILTERN. 

As you choose. When I called on you yester- 
day evening I found Mrs. Cheveley concealed in 
your rooms. It was between ten and eleven o’clock 
at night. I do not wish to say anything more. 
Your relations with Mrs. Cheveley “have, as I said 
to you last night, nothing whatsoever to do with 
me. I know you were engaged to be married to 
her once. The fascination she exercised over 
you then seems to have returned. You spoke to 
me last night of her as of a woman pure and 
stainless, a woman whom you respected and 
honoured. That may be so. But I cannot give 


my sisters life into your hands. It would be 
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wrong of me. It would be unjust, infamously un- 


just to her. 


Lorp GoRiNG. 


I have nothing more to say. 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
Robert, it was not Mrs. Cheveley whom Lord 


Goring expected last night. 


Sır ROBERT CHILTERN. 
Not Mrs. Cheveley! Who was it then? 


LORD GORING. 
Lady Chiltern! 


LADY CHILTERN. 
It was your own wife. Robert, yesterday after- 
noon Lord Goring told me that if ever I was in 
IV trouble I could come to him for help, as he was 
our oldest and best friend. Later on, after that 
terrible scene in this room, I wrote to him telling 
him that I trusted him, that I had need of him, 


that I was coming to him for help and advice. 


(Sm ROBERT CHILTERN fakes the letter out of his 


x ee ee ee —— 


266 AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


pocket.) Yes, that letter. I didn’t go to Lord 


Goring’s, after all. I felt that it is from ourselves 
alone that help can come. Pride made me think 
that. Mrs. Cheveley went. She stole my letter and 
sent it anonymously to you this morning, that you 
should think ... Oh! Robert, I cannot tell you what 


she wished you to think. ... 


Sm ROBERT CHILTERN. 

What! Had I fallen so low in your eyes that 
you thought that even for a moment I could have 
doubted your goodness? Gertrude, Gertrude, you 
are to me the white image of all good things, and sin 
can never touch you. Arthur, you can go to 
Mabel, and you have my best wishes! Oh! stop 
a moment. There is no name at the beginning of 
this letter. The brilliant Mrs. Cheveley does not 
seem to have noticed that. There should be a 


name. 


LADY CHILTERN. 
Let me write yours. It is you I trust and need. 


You and none else. 
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LORD GORING. 
Well, really, Lady Chiltern, I think I should 


have back my own letter. 


(Smiling) No; you shall have Mabel. (Zakes 


the letter and writes her husband's name on it.) 


Lorp GORING. 
Well, I hope she hasn't changed her mind. It's 
nearly twenty minutes since I saw her last. 


(Enter MABEL CHILTERN and LORD CAVERSHAM.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 


| 
f 
Lapy CHILTERN. 
| 
| 
| 


Lord Goring, I think your — gonversation 2 
much more improving than yours. I am only going ? 
to talk to Lord Caversham in the future, and always } 
under the usual palm-tree. l 

| 


LORD GORING. 
E us | der) fron p TR * 


EN e Lann D: CAVERSHAM, is 
E coit faten  aback) What does this 


mean, sir? You don't n mean to say that this charm- 


268 AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 


ing, clever young lady has been so foolish as to ac- 


cept you? 


LORD GORING. 
Certainly, father! And Chiltern’s been wise 


enough to accept the seat in the Cabinet. 


Lorp CAVERSHAM. 

I am very glad to hear that, Chiltern ... I 
congratulate you, sir. If the country doesn’t go to 
the dogs or the Radicals, we shall have you Prime 
Minister, some day. 

(Enter MASON.) 


Mason. 
Luncheon is on the table, my Lady! 


(MASON goes out.) 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
You'll stop to luncheon, Lord Caversham, won't 
you? 
LORD CAVERSHAM. 
With pleasure, and Pll drive you down to 


Downing Street afterwards, Chiltern. You have a 
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great future before you, a great future. Wish I 


could say the same for you, sir. (Zo Lorp GORING). 


But your career will have to be entirely domestic. 


LORD GORING. 


Yes, father, I prefer it domestic. 


LORD CAVERSHAM. 
And if you don’t make this young lady an ideal 
husband, Pl cut you off with a shilling. 


MABEL CHILTERN. 

An ideal husband! Oh, I don’t think I should 
like that. It sounds like something in the next 
world. 

LORD CAVERSHAM. 
What do you want him to be then, dear? 


MABEL CHILTERN. 
He can be what he chooses. All I want is to 
be... to be... oh! a real wife to him. 
LORD CAVERSHAM. 
Upon my word, there is a good deal of common- 
sense in that, Lady Chiltern. 
(They all go out except Sir ROBERT. CHILTERN. 
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He sinks into a chair, wrapt in thought. After 
a little time LADY CHILTERN returns to look for 
him.) 
LADY CHILTERN. 
(Leaning over the back of the chair.) Aren’t you 


coming in, Robert? 


Sir ROBERT CHILTERN. 
(Taking her hand.) Gertrude, is it love you 


feel for me, or is it pity merely? 


Lapy CHILTERN. 
(Kisses him.) It is love, Robert. Love, and 
only love. For both of us a new life is begin- 


ning. 


CURTAIN. 
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A uniform English Edition 
of 
OSCAR WILDE’S WORKS 


is now being published by Messrs. METHUEN and 
Co., 36 Essex Street, Strand, London, in thirteen 
volumes. The books are reprinted from the last 
editions issued under the superintendence of the 
author, and in many cases they contain his last 
corrections. They are published under the super- 
vision and by the authority of his literary executor. 

“THE DucHEss or PADUA” is a new Play, 
and some of the other books have been out of 
print for some years, and have been practically 
unobtainable except in pirated and mutilated 
editions. 

The edition is limited to 1000 copies for the 
United Kingdom and America, and is printed on 
handmade paper, demy 8vo. The price of each 
volume is 12s. 6d. net. There is also an edition, 
limited to 8o copies for the United Kingdom and 
America, on Japanese vellum, 42s. net each volume. 

The edition, particulars of which are given on 
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12 AND 13. MISCELLANEOUS PROSE, 


Messrs. Methuen’s edition consists of the following 
volumes: 


THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. 
This is a long and zew Play. 


. POEMS. 


This volume includes *RAVENNA," “A BALLAD 

OF READING GAOL,” “THE SPHINX,” “THE 
Har.ot’s HOUSE," and various other poems 
hitherto uncollected or unpublished, 


. INTENTIONS. 


This volume includes THE SOUL or MAN.” 


. SALOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. 


This volume includes the lately discovered 
“FLORENTINE TRAGEDY,” and “VERA,” an 
early work. “SALOME” is in the original French. 


. LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. 

. A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

. AN IDEAL HUSBAND. 

. THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST. 
. A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES, AND THE 


HAPPY PRINCE. 


. LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME, AND 


OTHER PROSE PIECES. 
This volume includes “THE PORTRAIT OF MR. 
W. H.” and “POEMS IN PROSE.” 


. DE PROFUNDIS. 


This volume contains a longer and more complete 
form of the original book, and includes some 
letters to Mr. Robert Ross, written from Read- 
ing Prison, and the two letters on prison life, 
reprinted from the Daily Chronicle. 


Sold by all Booksellers and at all Ratlway Bookstalls 
on the Continent. : 


No private orders are executed by the publisher. 


TAUCHNITZ EDITION. 


May 1, 1909. 


(This list appears on the first of each month, and contains all 
publications up to date.) 


Contents: 


Collection of British and American Authors. Complete List Page 2 
Series for the Young . Page 29| Students’ Series . . . , 30.31 
German Authors. . . ,29.30| Manuals & Dictionaries ,, 31.32 
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To correct any false ideas that may still exist in regard to the 
Copyright of the Tauchnitz Edition, the publishers beg to state 
that every volume is published with 
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Complete List 


of the 


Collection of British and American Authors. 


Published with Continental Copyright by special agreement 


with the authors. 


Vide p. 1. 


4111 Volumes. 408 British, 57 American Authors. 
3130 Volumes by British, 381 Volumes by American Authors. 


— Price 1M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 


Adams, Rev. W., f 1848. 


Sacred Allegories x v. 


Aguilar, Grace, 1 1847. 
Home Influence 2 v. — The Mother's 
Recompense 2 v. 


Aidé, [Charles] Hamilton, + 
1906. 

Rita 1 v. — Carr of Carrlyon 2 v. — The 
Marstons 2 v. — In that State of Life 1 v. — 
Morals and Mysteries r v. — Penruddocke 
2v.— A nine Days’ Wonder x v. — 
Poet and Peer 2 v. — Introduced to Society 
1 v. 


Ainsworth, W. Harrison, f 1882. 
Windsor Castle r v, — Saint James's 1 v. 
—Jack Sheppard (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
The Lancashire Witches 2v. — The Star- 
Chamber 2 v. — The Flitch of Bacon 1 v. — 
The Spendthrift x v. — Mervyn Clitheroe 
2v. — Ovingdean Grange 1 v. — The Con- 
stable of the Tower 1 v. — The Lord 
Mayor of London 2 v. — Cardinal Pole 
2 v. — John Law 2 v.— The Spanish 
Match 2 v. — The Constable de Bourbon 
2 v. — Old Court 2 v. — Myddleton Pom- 
fret 2 v. — The South-Sea Bubble 2 v. — 
Hilary St. Ives 2 v. — Talbot Harland 
1 v.— Tower Hill 1 v. — Boscobel 2 v. — 
The Good Old Times 2 v. — Merry Eng- 
land 2 v. — The Goldsmith's Wife 2 v. — 
Preston Fight 2 v. — Chetwynd Calverley 
2 v. — The Leaguer of Lathom 2 v. — 
The Fall of Somerset 2 v. — Beatrice 
Tyldesley 2 v. — Beau Nash 2 v. — Stanley 
Brereton 2 v. 


Albanesi, Madame. 
Drusilla's Point of View 1 v. 


Alcott, Louisa M. (Am.), f 1888. 
Little Women 2 v. — Little Men 1 v. — 
An Old-Fashioned Girl x v. — Jo's Boys 
1 v. 


Aldrich, Thomas Bailey (Am.). 
Marjorie Daw and other Tales 1 v. — 
The Stillwater Tragedy 1 v. 


Alexander, Mrs. (Hector), T 1902. 
A Second Life 3 v. — By Woman's Wit 
1 v. — Mona's Choice 2 v. — A Life In- 
terest 2 v. — A Crooked Path 2 v. — Blind 
Fate 2 v. — A Woman's Heart 2 v. — For 
His Sake 2 v. — The Snare of the Fowler 
2 v. — Found Wanting 2v. — A Ward in 
Chancery 1 v. — A Choice of Evils 2 v. — 
A Fight with Fate 2 v. — A Winning 
Hazard 1 v. — A Golden Autumn 1 v. — 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor 1 v. — Barbara, 
Lady's Maid and Peeress r v. — The Cost 
of Her Pride 2 v. — Brown, V.C. 1 v.— 
Through Fire to Fortune 1 v. — A Missing 
Hero 1 v. — The Yellow Fiend 1 v. — 
Stronger than Love2 v. Kitty Costello 1 v. 


Alice, Grand-Duchess of Hesse, 


T 1878. 
Letters to Her Majesty the Queen (with 
Portrait). With a Memoir by H. R. H. 
Princess Christian 2 v. 
Alldridge, Lizzie. 
By Love and Law 2 v. — The World she 
awoke in 2 v. 
Allen, Grant, f 1899. 
The Woman who did 1 v. 
“All for Greed," Author of 
(Baroness de Bury). 
All for Greed 1 v. — Love the Avenger 
2 v. 


t 
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i 


— ——— 


Tauchnitz Edition. 


Anstey, F. (Guthrie). 
The Giant's Robe 2 v. — A Fallen Idol 
1v. — The Pariah 3 v.— The Talking 
Horse and other Tales 1 v. — Voces 
Populi (First and Second Serres) x v. — 
The Brass Bottle v. — A Bayard from 
Bengal 1 v. — Salted Almonds 1 v. 


Argles, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Hunger- 
ford. 


“ Aristocrats, the,” Author of: 
vide Gertrude Atherton. 


Arnold, Sir Edwin, f 1904. 
The Light of Asia (with Portrait) r v. 
Arnold, Matthew, + 1888. 
Essays in Criticism 2 v. — Essays in Criti- 
cism (Second Sertes) x v. 
Atherton, Gertrude Franklin 
(Am.). 
American Wives and English Husbands 
1v.— The Californians 1 v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
North 2 v, — The Doomswoman 1 v. — The 
Aristocrats 1 v.— The Splendid Idle Forties 
1 v. — The Conqueror 2 v. A Daughter 
of the Vine 1 v. — His Fortunate Grace, 
etc. 1 v. — The Valiant Runaways 1 v. — 
The Bell in the Fog, and Other Stories 1 v. 
— The Travelling Thirds (in Spain) 1 v. — 
Rezánov 1 v. — Ancestors 2 v. — The 
Gorgeous Isle x v. 
Austen, Jane, f 1817. 
Sense and Sensibility 1 v. — Mansfield 
Park x v. — Pride and Prejudice x v. — 
Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion 1 v. — 
ma 1 v. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah,“ 
Author of: vide E. B. Eastwick. 
Avebury, Lord: wide Sir John 
Lubbock. 
Bagot, Richard. 
A Roman M 2 v. — Casting of Nets 
2 v. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. — 
Donna Diana 2 v. — Love's Proxy 1v. — 
The Passport 2 v. — Temptation 2 v. — 
The Lakes of Northern Italy 1 v. — An- 
thony Cuthbert 2 v. 
Baring - Gould, S. 
Mehalah 1 v. — John Herring 2 v. 
Court Royal 2 v. 


Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broome. 
Barrett, Frank. 


The Smuggler's Secret 1 v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v. 
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Barrie, J. M. 
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 


Ogilvy 1 v. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. — 
The Little White Bird 1 v. 

“Bayle’s Romance, Miss,” Au- 

thor of: vide W. Fraser Rae. 


Baynes, Rev. Robert H. 
Lyra Anglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs 
1 v. 
Beaconsfield, Lord: wide Dis- 
raeli. 


Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt). 
Thornicroft's Model 2 v. 
Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronté— 
Mrs. Nicholls), t 1855. 


Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Villette 
2 v. — The Professor 1 v. 


Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 
+ 1848, and Anne, f 1849, 
Brontë). 
Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v. 
Bellamy, Edward (Am.), 1 1898. 
Looking Backward 1 v. 


Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.). 


St. Simon's Niece 2 v. 


Bennett, Arnold. 

The Grand Babylon Hotel 1 v. — The 
Gates of Wrath 1 v. — A Great Man rv. 
— Sacred and Profane Love 1 v. — Whom 
God hath joined 1 v. — The Ghost x v. — 
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns x v. — 
Buried Alive 1 v, — The Old Wives' Tale 
2 v. 


Bennett, A. & Phillpotts, Eden: 
vide Eden Phillpotts. 


Benson, E. F. 

Dodo 1 v. — The Rubicon 1 v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop 1 v. — The Book of Months 1 v. 
— The Relentless City 1 v. — Mammon 
& Co. 2 v. — The Challoners 1 v. — An 
Act in a Backwater x v. — The Image in 
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 
— Paul 2 v. — The House of Defence 2 v. 
— Sheaves 2 v. — The Climber 2 v. — The 
Blotting Book 1 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901. 
The Revolt of Man x v. — Dorothy 
Forster 2v. — Children of Gibeon 2v. — 
The World went very well then 2 v. — 
Katharine Regina 1 v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 
— The Inner House 1 v. — The Bell of 


* 
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St. Paul’s 2 v. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 v. — Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver- 
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. 1 v.— 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2v. — A Fountain 
Sealed r v. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
The Fourth Generation r v. — The Lady 
of Lynn 2 v. 


Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901, & 
James Rice, f 1882. 
The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia's Arbour 
2 v. 


Betham - Edwards, M. 
The Sylvestres 1 v. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled 1 v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes 1 v. — Disarmed 1 v. — Doctor 
acob 1 v. — Pearla 1 v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted 1 v. — The Parting of the Ways 


1 v. — For One and the World 1 v. — | 


The Romance of a French Parsonage 
1 v.— France of To-day 1 v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew 1 v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions 1 v. — The Curb of Honour 1 v. — 
France of To-day (Second Series) x v. —A 
Romance of Dijon 1 v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte 1 v. — A Storm-Rent Sky 1 v. — 
Reminiscences r v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest 1 v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, 1875— 1899 1 v.— A Suffolk Court- 
ship x v. — Mock ars' Hall 1 v. — 
East of Paris 1 v.—A Humble Lover 1 v.— 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. 1 v.— Martha 
Rose, Teacher 1 v. 


Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life 1 v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C. 
Potsherds x v. 


Bisland, E.: v. Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 


Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Górlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p- 29), and Whitman. 


Black, William, f 1898. 
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny 1 v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories 1 v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stories 1 v. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 


Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2v. — Sunrise 2 v. — The Beautiful Wretch 
1 v. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P., in 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols; The 
Pupil of Aurelius x v. —Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judith Shakespeare 
2v.— The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. 1 v. White Heather 2 v. — Sabina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 v. —In Far Lochaber 
2 v. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston! 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales 1 v. — Wolfenberg 2 v. — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 v.— Briseis 2 v.— Wild Eelin 2 v. 


„Black- Box Murder, the,” 


Author of. 
| The Black-Box Murder 1 v. 
Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 
| | + 1900. 
Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 


— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upmore 
2 v. — Perlycross 2 v. 


* Blackwood." 
Tales from Blackwood” (Firs? Series) 
1 v. — Tales from ** Blackwood ” (Second 
Series) 1 v. 

Blagden, Isa, f 1873. 
The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding 1 v. 

Blessington, Countess of (Mar- 

guerite Gardiner), f 1849. 

Meredith 1 v. — Strathern 2 v. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre x v. — 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 
Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 2 v. 


Boldrewood, Rolf. 


Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore 
2v. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell). 
Lady Audley's Secret 2 v. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 v. — Eleanor'sVictory 2 v. — John 
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun- 
bar 2 v. — The Doctor's Wife 2 v. — 
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper's Tenant 
2 v. — The Lady's Mile2v. — RupertGod- 
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win 2 v. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3v. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 v. — Lost for Love 
2 v. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 
2 vy. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers and Weſt 1 v. In Great Waters, 
and other Tales 1 v. — An Open Verdict 
3v. — Vixen 3 v. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I 
am 2 v. — Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal 
2 v. — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed 1 v.— Phantom Fortune 3 v. — 
Under the Red Flag 1 v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyllard’s Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needíul 2 v. — Cut by the County 1 v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal Three 
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — Allalong the River 
2v.— Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. 1 v. — Sons of Fire 
2v. — London Pride 2 v. Rough Justice 
2v.— In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin 1 v. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 v. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains 1 v. — During Her Majesty's 
Pleasure 1 v. ` 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 
A Voyage in the Sunbeam 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v. 

* Bread -Winners, the," Author 

of (Am.). 

The Bread -Winners 1 v. 

Bret Harte: wide Harte. 


Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. 1 v. 


Brontë, Charlotte: vzde Currer 
Bell. 


Bronté, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton Bell. 


Brooks, Shirley, f 1874. 
The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later 
3 v. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 
Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. — 


Station Amusements in New Zealand 
1v.— A Year's Housekeeping in South 
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Africa x v. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial 
Memories 1 v. 


Broughton, Rhoda. 
Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
1 v. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 v. — Alas! 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
1 v.— A Beginner 1 v. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v. — 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law er v. — Lavinia 1 v. — x v. 


Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed 1 v. 


Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v. 


Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 
T 1861. 


A Selection from her Poetry (with Por- 
trait) 1 v. — Aurora Leigh x v. 


Browning, Robert, f 1889. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 v. 


Bullen, Frank T. 
The Cruise of the ** Cachalot" 2 v. 


Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
T 1873. 

Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene 
Aram 1 v. — Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni 
rv.— The Last Days of Pompeii 1v. — 
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers 
1 v. — Alice 1 v. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine x v. — Devereux 1 v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v. — Rienzi 
1v. — Night and Morning 1 v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v.—Athens 2 v.—The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. Harold 2 v.— King Arthur 
2v. — The New Timon, and St. Stephen's 
1 v.— The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 v. — 
What will he do with it? 4v. — Dramatic 
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile- 
tus1v. — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4v.— 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — 
The Parisians 4 v. — Pausanias, the Spar- 
tan r v. 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Dalling), t 1872. 
Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 
Bunyan, John, f 1688. 
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 v. 
“Buried Alone,” 
(Charles Wood), 
Buried Alone rv. 
Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 
Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty 
Sister of José 1 v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. — The 
Shuttle 2 v. 
Burney, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 
blay), T 1840. 
Evelina x $ t 
Burns, Robert, 1 1796. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 


Burton, Richard F., f 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 5 v. 


Bury, Baroness de: vide “ All 
for Greed.” 


Butler, A. J. 
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v. 


Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 
Jennie of “The Prince's," 2 v. — Won 
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v. 


Byron, Lord, f 1824. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 
Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 
A Yellow Aster r v. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v. 
Caine, Hall. 


The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman 
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. 


Author of 


Cameron, Verney Lovett. 
Across Africa 2 v, 


Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vide 
Praed. 
Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — But Men 
must Work” 1 v. — Sir Godírey's Grand- 
daughters 2 v. — The Old, Old Story 2 v. 
— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
the Moorings 2 v. 
Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 
The French Revolution dur — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. — The 
Life of Schiller 1 v. 
Carnegie, Andrew (Am.). 
Problems of To-Day 1 v. 
Carr, Alaric. 
Treherne's Temptation 2 v. 
Castle, Agnes & Egerton. 
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
Bellairs 1 v. — Rose of the World 1 v. — 
French Nan 1 v. — ** If Youth but knew! 
1 v. — My Merry Rockhurst 1 v. — Flower 
o’ the Orange 1 v. 
Castle, Egerton. 
Consequences 2 v. — ''La Bella," and 
Others r v. 
Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
1 1896: vide Author of “Chro- 
nicles of the Schónberg-Cotta 
Family." 
Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
1880. 
Oliver of the Mill x v. 
Chesterton, G. K. 
The Man who was Thursday 1 v. 
Cholmondeley, Mary. 
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung 1 v. 
Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 


* Chronicles of the Schónberg- 
Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs. 

E. Rundle Charles), f 1896. 
Chronicles of the Schónberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily 2 v. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram 1 v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v.— 
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The Victory of the Vanquished 1 v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables 1 v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
—The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost 1 v. 

Churchill, Winston (Am.). 


Mr. Crewe's Career 2 v. 


Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife 1 v. 


Clemens, Samuel L.: v. Twain. 


Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 
Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v. 
—Aunt Anne 2 v.—The Last Touches, and 
other Stories r v. — Mrs. Keith’s Crime 
1 v. — A Wild Proxy 1 v. — A Flash of 
Summer 1 v. — A Woman Alone 1 v. — 
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way 
1 v. — The Getting Well of Dorothy r v. 


Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of * Paul Ferroll." 


Cobbe, Frances Power, f 1904. 
Re-Echoes r v. 


Coleridge, C. R. 
An English Squire 2 v. 


Coleridge, M. E. 
The King with two Faces 2 v. 


Coleridge, Samuel 
T 1834. 
Poems 1 v. 
Collins, Charles Allston, + 1873. 
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 
Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v. 
Collins, Wilkie, f 1889. 
After Dark 1 v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil 1 v. — No 
Name 3 v. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 

v. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 

ife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs.? 1 v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep x v. — The Law and the 
Lady v. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
1 v. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter 
2 v. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science2 v. — “I say No," 2v, — The Evil 
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The 


Taylor, 
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Ghost’s Touch 1 v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 v.—Blind Love 2 v. 


“Cometh up as a Flower,” Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 


Conrad, Joseph. 
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest 1 v. — The Secret Agent 1 v. — 
A Set of Six x v. 
Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 
1885. 
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together 
2 v. — Dark Days 1 v. — A Family Affair 
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v. 
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
T 1851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two 
Admirals 1 v. — The Jack O'Lantern 1 v. 
Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 


Corelli, Marie. 

Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. —'*Ardath ' 
3 v.— Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 v. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom rv. — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. — 
Ziska 1 v. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2v.— Temporal Power” 
2 v. — God's Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions 1 v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delightful Americans r v. — Set in 

Authority 1 v. — Cousin Cinderella 1 v. 
* County, the," Author of. 

The County 1 v. 

Craik, George Lillie, + 1866. 
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 

Mulock), d 1887. 
I5 Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 

ead of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 v. — A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women r v. — Agatha's Husband r v. — 
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories 
1 v. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — The 
Ogilvies 1 v. — Lord Erlistoun r v. — 
Christian's Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon 
the Waters 1 v. — A Noble Life 1 v, — 
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Olive 2v. — Two Marriages 1 v. — Studies 
from Life 1 v. — 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
1 v. — My Mother and I 1 v. — The Little 
Lame Prince 1 v. — Sermons out of Church 
1v.—The Laurel-Bush; Two little Tinkers 
1v. -A Legacy 2 v.— Young Mrs. Jardine 
2 v. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches x v. — Plain Speaking 1 v. — 
Miss Tommy x v. — King Arthur 1 v. 


Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal 1 v. — Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. 1 v. — Mildred 1 v. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan 1 v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly x v. — Sylvia's Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick 1 v. — 
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C. 

Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v. 


Craven, Mrs. Augustus: 3 


Lady Fullerton. 
Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 
T 1909. 

Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius 1v. — 
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer 
1 v. — An American Politician 1 v. — 
Zoroaster r v. —A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 v. — Saracinesca 2v. — Marzio's Crucifix 
1 v. Paul Patoff 2 v. With theImmortals 
1 v. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant' Ilario 
2 v. — A Cigarette- Maker's Romance 
1v. — Khaled rv. — The Witch of Prague 
2v. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King 1v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche 1 v. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son 1 v. — Taquisara 2 v. 
A Rose of Yesterday 1 v. — Corleone 
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Wbosoever Shall Offend... 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v. 
— The Diva's Ruby 2 v. 

Crockett, S. R. 
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.— 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls 1 v. — 
The Dark o' the Moon 2 v. 


Complete List. 


Croker, B. M. 

Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley 1 v. — The Old Cantonment, wit 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1 v. 
— A Nine Days' Wonder 1 v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v. — The Com- 
pany's Servant 2 v. — The Cat's-Paw 1 v. 
— [is a ia the Arrogant 1 v. 

Cross, J. W.: wide George 

Eliot's Life. 
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), ¢ 1866. 
The Lamplighter 1 v. — Mabel Vaughan 
1 v. — El Fureidis rv.—Haunted Hearts 1v. 

Cushing, Paul. 
| The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 

*Daily News." 

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 

The Heart of a Child 2 v. — An Incom- 
pleat Etonian 2 v. 

* Dark," Author of. 
| Dark rv. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher, etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and 
Others r v. — Ranson's Folly 1 v. 

De Foe, Daniel, f 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe rz v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 

John Ward, Preacher 1 v. 
De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, vide 
Pasture. 


“Democracy,” Author of (Am.). 
Democracy t v. 

“Demos,” Author of: vide George 
Gissing. 

“Diary and Notes,” Author 
of: vide Author of “Horace 
Templeton.” 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2v. — 
American Notes 1 v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches 1 v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Hearth 1 v. — Master Humphrey's Clock 


— N 
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(Old Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 
3 v. — Pictures from Italy r v. — Dombey 
and Son 5 v. — David Copperfield 3 v. — 
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child's History of 
England (z v. 80 M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
1v. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 
— The Battle oí Life; The Haunted Man 
1v. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v. 
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. 1 v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 v. — Somebody's 
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions; Mugby Junction 2 v. 
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
1v.— The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldest Daughter 
4v. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 


Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 
Collins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford x v. 


Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, + 1881. 
Coningsby x v. — Sybil 1 v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) rv. — Alroy rv. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple t v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 


Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 
The Story of a Modern Woman : v. — One 
Doubtful Hour 1 v. 


Dixon, W. Hepworth, + 1879. 
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1 v. — 
The Holy Land 2v. — New America 2 v.— 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 v. — Free Russia 2 v.— History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 


Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 
Dougall, L. (Am.). 
Beggars All 2 v. 
Dowie, Ménie Muriel. 
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v. 
Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 
The Sign of Four 1 v. — Micah Clarke 
2 v. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 


other Tales 1 v. — The White Company 
2 v. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The 


Great Shadow, and Beyond tlie City 1 v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
1 v. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet 1 v. — The Green Flag 1 v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa 1 v. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes 1 v; — Adventures of Gerard 1 v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Magic Door 1 v. 
— Round the Fire Stories 1 v. 


Drummond, Professor Henry, 
] 1897. 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v. 


Dufferin, the Earl of. 
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v. 


Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes. 


Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 


Earl, the, and the Doctor. 
South Sea Bubbles 1 v. 


Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah x v. 


Edgeworth, Maria, wide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 


Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. i 
Archie Lovell 2 v, — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 
— A Vagabond Heroine 1 v. — Leah: A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing rv. — Jet: Her Face or Her Fortune? 
1 v. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths 1 v. — Pearl-Powder 1 v. 
The Adventuress 1 v. 


Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 
Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys 1 v. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
1 v. — A Poctry-Book of Elder Poets 
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1v. — À Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets 1 v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 v. 


Edwards, M. Betham-: 
Betham. 


Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 


Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 
Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 

Mrs. Cross), 1 1880. 

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda 4 v. — The 
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
1 v. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

“Elizabeth and her German 

Garden," Author of. 

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. — 
The Solitary Summer 1 v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla's Fort- 
night 1 v. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Rügen 1 v. — Fráulein Schmidtand Mr. 
Anstruther 1 v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, T 1898. 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
ltalians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily x v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome 1v. The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal x v. — 
The Story of Sophia 1 v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip 1 v. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, f 1882. 
Representative Men 1 v. 

*Englishwoman's Love-Let- 

ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters 1 v. 

Erroll, Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling 1 v. 

Esler, E. Rentoul. 

The Way they loved at Grimpat 1 v. 

“Essays and Reviews," the 

Authors of. 
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 
IR 


vide 


“Estelle Russell,” Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D'. 
Three Sisters 1 v. — A Laughing Philo- 
sopher 1 v. — The Professor's Wooing rv. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
1 v. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata 
1 v. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen's Serf 1 v. 

“Euthanasia,” Author of. 
Euthanasia 1 v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot x v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales r v. 

* Expiated," Author of. 

Expiated 2 v. 

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con- 

way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

* Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 

of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors rv, 
Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 


Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler. 


Fendall, vide F. C. 
Philips. 
Fenn, George Manville. 
The Parson o' Dumíord 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 
Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 
Tom Jones 2 v. 
Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 


Five Centuries 
of the English Language and Literature: 
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes, — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben jeran — John 
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol. 500, published 
1860) 1 v. 

Fleming, George (Am.). 
Kismet 1 v, — Andromeda 2 v. 


Percy: 


s 
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Forbes, Archibald, + 1900. 
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldierin 
and Scribbling 1 v. — Memories an 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. Vide also 
* Daily News,“ War Correspondence. 


Forrest, R. E. 
Eight Days 2 v. 

Forrester, Mrs. 
Viva 2 v, — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 v. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales r v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales 1 v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of other Days 1 v. — 
Too Late Repented 1 v. 

Forster, John, f 1876. 
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 


Fothergill, Jessie. 
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, and “One of Three“ 
Iv. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v.— 
Borderland 2 v. 
“Found Dead,” Author of: vide 
James Payn. 


Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 
(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 
A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and 
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 v. | 
Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft | 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred | 
Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 
Fox, Caroline, f 1871. 
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 v. 
“Frank Fairlegh," Author of | 
(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. | 
Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 
Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius 1 v. 
Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. — March IIares 1. 


Freeman, Edward A,, f 1892. 
The Growth of the English Constitution 
1 v. — Select Historical Essays 1 v. 
Sketches from French Travel 1 v. 
Froude, James Anthony, f 1894. 
Oceana 1 v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays 1 v. 
Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, 
1885. 
Ellen Middleton 1 v. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter 1 v.— 
The Lilies ofthe Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan 1 v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
1 v. — Rose Leblanc 1 v. — Seven Stories 
1 v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal x v. 
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2v. Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by ‘oe Fullerton). — Laurentia r v. 
Galsworthy, John. 
The Man of Property 2 v. 
Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 
Lady Blessington. 


Gaskell, Mrs., 3 

Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South 1 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales 1 v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronté 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
1 v. — Wives and Daughters 5 v. — Cran- 
ford 1 v. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 
1 v. 

* Geraldine Hawthorne," Author 
of: vide Author of “Miss 
Molly." 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 
gard de Longgarde). 

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho- 
dox t v. — TheWrong Man rv. — A Spot- 
less Reputation 1 v.— A Forgotten Sin 1 v. 
— One Year 1 v.— The Supreme Crime 1 v. 
— The Blood-Tax 1 v. Holy Matrimony 
1 v. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made 
of Money 1 v. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. 
— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im- 


| probable Idyl 1 v. — The Compromise 2 v. 


— Itinerant Daughters r v. — Restitution 
1 v. — Pomp and Circumstance 1 v. 

Gerard, E. (Emily de Laszowska). 
A Secret Mission 1 v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 
— The Extermination of Love 2 v. 


12 Tauchnits Edition. Complete List. 
— 


Giberne, Agnes. 
The Curate’s Home 1 v. 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. 
— New Grub Street 2 v. 

Gladstone, Rt. Hon. W. E., 

T 1898. 
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion x v. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
1 v. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine 1 v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline 1 v. — Beyond the 
Rocks x v. — Three Weeks 1 v. 

Godfrey, Hal: wide Charlotte 

O'Conor Eccles. 


Goldsmith, Oliver, + 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 
Goodman, Edward J. 


Too Curious x v. 


Gordon, Julien (Am.). 
A Diplomat's Diary 1 v. 


Gordon, Major-Gen. C. G., 
T 1885. 
His Journals at Kartoum, Introduction 


and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 


Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 


Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 v. 


Grand, Sarah. 
Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments 1 v. 
Grant, Miss. 


Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 
— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 


Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2v. — Cara | 


Roma 2 v. 


Gray, Maxwell. 


The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 


Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois- 
Etoiles), t 1881. 

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk /Frrst 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-da 
1 v. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
1 v. — That Artíul Vicar 2v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks x v. People I have met t v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair. 
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por- 
trait) 1 v. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillic. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese x v. 


Gunter, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.), f 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v. 
Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey. 
“Guy Livingstone,” Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), 
1876. 


| Guy ivingstone 1 v. — Sword and 


Gown 1 v. — Barren Honour 1 v. — 
Border and Bastiller v. — Maurice Dering 
x v. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 


Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 


Habberton, John (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren 1 v. — The Bowsbam Puzzle 1 v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins r v. 


Haggard, H. Rider. 
King Solomon's Mines 1 v. — She 2v. — 
= 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 

itch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
1v. — Mr. Meeson’s Will 1 v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife 1 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma's Daugbter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
1 v. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
— Ayesha, The Return of ‘She’ 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita r v. 
| — Fair Margaret 2 v. 


Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
| Lang. 
| The World's Desire 2 v. 


| 
l 
! 
| 


E 


as 
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Hake, A. E.: vide Gen. Gordon. 


Hall, Mrs. S. C., f 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v. — Marian 2 v. 


Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 
11894. 


Marmorne v. French and English 2 v. 
Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
* Not Easily Jealous." 


Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2v. — Life's Little 
Ironies 1 v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 


Harland, Henry, f 1905. 
The Cardinal's Snuff- Box 1 v. — The 
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero 
1 v. — The Royal End 1 v. 


Harraden, Beatrice. 
Ships that pass in the Night 1 v. — In 
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man : v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 
— The Scholar's Daughter 1 v. — Inter- 
play 2 v. 


Harrison, Agnes. 
Martin's Vineyard 1 v. 
Harrison, Mrs. Mary St. Leger: 
vide Lucas Malet. 


Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills 1 v. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales r v. — The 
Story oí a Mine 1 v. — Drift from Two 
Shores 1 v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches 1 v. — The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
1 v. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v. — On 
the Frontier x v. — By Shore and Sedge 
1 v.— Maruja t v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, and Devil's Ford 1 v. — The 


Crusade of the “Excelsior” 1 v. — A | 
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Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales 1 v. — in Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v. 
— Cressy 1 v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of 
the Plains 1 v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate 1 v. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of 


1 v. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion of Enriquez 1v. — TheA ncestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. 1v.— Three Partners 
1 v. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation,and otherStories 
1 v. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. — 
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old 
Trail 1 v. — Trent's Trust 1 v. 

Havelock, Sir Henry: vide Rev. 

W. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
T 1864. 
The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v. 

Hearn, Lafcadio, 1 1906. 
Kokoro 1 v. — Kwaidan 1 v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan 1 v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 

ander. 

* Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 

of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 


Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron 
2v. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works 1 v. 


Hewlett, Maurice. 

The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels 
of Italy 1 v. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales 1 v. — The Queen's Quair ; 
or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures 1 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish 
Jade x v. — Halfway House 2 v. 


Hichens, Robert. 
Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix ? v. 
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The 
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Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, | the Rope 1 v. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis 
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the | Dent 1 v. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 


Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. 


Hobart Pasha, Admiral, f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life x v. 
Hobbes, John Oliver 
Craigie), f 1906. 
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing 
1 v, — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 


Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 
2 v. 


Holdsworth, Annie E. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
1v. — The Gods Arrive x v. — The Val- 
ley of the GreatShadow 1 v. — Great Low- 
lands 1 v. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v. 


Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 
T 1894 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
1 v. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table 1 v. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table x v. — Over the Teacups r v. 


Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt’s Widow 1 v. — A Change 
of Air 1v. — Half a Hero 1 v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess 1 v. — The God 
in the Car r v. — Tbe Chronicles of Count 
Antonio 1 v. — Comedies of Courtship 
1 v. — The Heartof Princess Osra x v. — 
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau 1 v. — The King's Mirror 
2 v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant ofthe Public 2 v. 
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask r v. -- The Dungeons 
of Old Paris 1 v. — The Silent Gate 1 v. 


* Horace Templeton," Authorof. 
Diary and Notes 1 v. 


Hornung, Ernest William. 
A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under 
Two Skies 1 v. — Tiny Luttrell x v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba x v. — My Lord 
Duke 1 v.— Young Blood 1 v. — Some 
Persons Unknown 1 v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman 2 v. — Tbe Rogue's March rv. 
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v. 


(Mrs. 


— The Black Mask r v. — The Shadow of | Modern Circe 2 v. -- Marvel 2 v. — The 


Unbidden Guest x v. — S 
A Thief in the Night x v. 


“Household Words.” 
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
6 v. —Novets and Tares reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. 11 v. 


Houstoun, Mrs.: vide * Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 


*How to be Happy though 
Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married x v. 


Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 
j 1899. 


One Summer rv. — Aunt Serena 1 v. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. 1v. — 
The Open Door 2 v. 


Howard, Blanche Willis, 1 1899, 
& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife x v. 


Howells, William Dean (Am.). 
A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v. — A Modern 
Instance 2v. — The Undiscovered Country 
1 v. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 
— Italian Journeys 1 v. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance rz v. — Their Wedding Journey 
1 v.— A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice 1 v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration 1 v. 


Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 


Tom Brown's School-Days r v. 


Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 
T 1897. 

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. .Geoffrey 2 v. 
— Faith and Unfaith 2 v, — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
1 v. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales 1 v. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 v. — Doris 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. rv. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories 1 v. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington 1 v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 
— Lady Valworth's Diamonds x v. — A 


tingaree r v, — 
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1 v. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1 v.— A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1 v. — 
A Life's Remorse2 v. — A Born Coquette 
2v. — The Duchess 1 v. — Lady Verner's 
Flight r v. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and When in Doubt" 1 v. — Nora 
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories 1 v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery 1 v. — An Unsatis- 
factory Lover 1 v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces x v. — A Tug of War 
1 v. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl 1 v. — Lovice 1 v. — The Coming of 
Chloe rv. 
Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau- 
mont. 
Hunt, Violet. 
The Human Interest 1 v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. 
Hutten, Baroness von (Am.). 
The Halo 1 v. 
Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 
Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v. 
Ingram, John H.: vide E. A. 
Poe. 
Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. 
Irving, 
1859. 
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold- 
smith 1 v. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
x v. — Life of George Washington 5 v. 
Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 
(Am.), f 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 
Jacobs, W. W. 
Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
1 v. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of 
Craft 1 v. — Light Freights 1 v. — AtSun- 
wich Port 1 v. — The Lady ofthe Barge 1 v. 
— Odd Craft 1 v. — Dialstone Lane 1 v. 
— Captains All x v. — Short Cruises 1 v. 
— Salthaven 1 v. 
James, Charles T. C. 
Holy Wedlock 1 v. 


Washington (Am.), 


James, G. P. R., H 1860. 
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir 1 v. — 
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d'Albret 
1 v. — Arrah Neil 1 y. — Agincourt 1 v. — 
The Smuggler 1 v. — The Step-Mother 
2 v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg 
1 v. — The Gipsy 1 v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein 1 v. — Darnley x v. — Russell 
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 


James, Henry (Am.). 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
1 v. — Daisy Miller; An International 
Episode; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 v. — Tbe Madonna of the 
Future, etc. 1 v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. 1 v. — Confidence 1 v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1 v. — French 
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — Portraits of Places 
1 v. — A Little Tour in France r v. 


James, Winifred. 
Bachelor Betty 1 v. 


Jeaffreson, J. Cordy. . 
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 
„Who Breaks—Pays" 1 v. — Skir- 
mishing 1 v. — Once and Again 2 v.— 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace 1 v. — Jupiter's Daughters 1 v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

“Jennie of ‘The Prince's, 

Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 


Jerome, K. Jerome. 
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
1 v.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays 1 v. Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
1v. — Three Men on the Bummel 1 v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v. 
— Tommy and Co. 1 v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
1 v. — The Passing ofthe Third Floor Back 
1 v. — The Angel and the Author—and 
Others 1 v. 

Jerrold, Douglas, t 1857. 
History of St. Giles and St. James 
2 v. — Men of Character 2 v. 
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“John Halifax, Gentleman,” 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 


Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 
Lives of the English Poets 2 v. 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

*Joshua Davidson," Author of: 

vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. — 
Adéle 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters 1 v. — English Women of Letters 
1 v. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 v. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, 7 1879. 
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 

terre. 


Kempis, Thomas a. 
The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, B.D. 1 v. 
Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), t 
Saint Leger 1 v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad r v. — Undercurrents r v. — 


Was he Successful? 1 v. — To-Day in New 
York x v. 
Kinglake, Alexander William, 
T 1891. 
Eothen 1 v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 
Yeast 1 v. — Westward ho! 2v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke 1 v. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, f 1876. 
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot x v. — 
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v. — 
Valentin 1 v. — Oaksbott Castle 1 v. — 
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Garden 2 v. 


Kinross, Albert. 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere : v. 
Kipling, Rudyard. 
Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The 
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas 1 v. — Captains Courageous” 
1 v. — The Day's Work 1 v. — À Fleet 
in Being 1 v. — Stalky & Co, 1 v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night 1 v. — Kim r v. — Just So Stories x v. 
— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries 1 v. — Puck of Pook's Hill 1 v. 
Laffan, May. 
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor, 
etc. 1 v. 
Lamb, Charles, 7 1834. 
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v. 
Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 
Langdon, Mary (Am.). 
Ida May x v. 
*Last of the Cavaliers, the," 
Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 


Easzowska, Mme de: vide E. 


Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide “Guy Living- 
stone." 


Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 
Hurrish x v. 

*Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:" 
vide Victoria R. I. 

Lee, Holme, f 1900: vide Harriet 
Parr. 


Lee, Vernon. 
Pope Jacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v. 
Le Fanu, J. S., 1 1873. 
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 
Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 
2 v. 


— — 


— m 


— = 
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“Letters of Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the,” Author of: 
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge. 


Lever, Charles, f 1872. 

The O’Donoghue 1 v. — The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 v. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 v. — Tom Burke of **Ours" 3v. — 

ack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 v. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 5 v. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3v.— Davenport Dunn 5 v. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 v. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud x v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott’s r v. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 v. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 

The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The 
Chevalier d'Auriac 1 v. — The Traitor's 
Way 1 v. — The Lord Protector 1 v. — 
Orrain 1 v. 

Lewes, G. H., f 1878. 
Ranthorpe 1 v. — The Physiology of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting 1 v. 

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
1 v. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories 1 v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in’ Head, and other Stories 1 v. — My 
Love!" 2v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays 1 v. — lone 2 v. 


Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
T 1882. 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 
Loftus, Lord Augustus. 


Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 


Longard, Mme de: vide D. 
Gerard. 

Longfellow, Henry  Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 


Poetical Works (with Portrait) iX — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
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35v. — The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three ‘Books of Song 1 v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Pocms 
1 v. 

| Lonsdale, Margaret. 

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) 1 v. 


Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son x v. — Old Gorgon Graham 1 v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal x v. 

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of. 

A Lost Battle 2 v. 
Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 
bury). 
The Pleasures of Life 1 v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v.— 
The Use of Life t v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses 1900-1903 1 v. 
“Lutfullah”: vide Eastwick. 


Lyall, Edna, + 1903. 
We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers 1 v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 

Meredith), + 1891. 


Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v. 


Maartens, Maarten. 

The Sin of Joost Avelingh r v. — An 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 
— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v. — Some 
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. The New Religion 2 v. 
— Brothers All x v. 


MCAulay, Allan: 
Douglas Wiggin. 
Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 
History of England (with Portrait) to v. 
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome r v. — Speeches 
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbury 1 v. — (See also 
Trevelyan). 


vide Kate 
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MCCarthy, Justin. 
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 v. — A History of our Own Times 
hn — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 

istory of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 5, 
4&5 8 A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, f 1905. 
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 v. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales 1 v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie 1 v. 


Mackarness, Mrs., 1 1881. 
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A  Peerless 
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v. 

Mackay, Exe, | 1898. 
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems 1 v. 

MC Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian, + 1907. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His 
Majesty Baby 1 v. 

Macleod, Fiona, + 1905. 

Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales 1 v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 

vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty 2 v. — Miriam's Marriage 2 v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon 1 v. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 
— Beside the River 2 v. — A Faithful 
Lover 2 v. 

* Mademoiselle Mori," Author 

of (Miss Roberts). 


Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1 v. 
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Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 


Mahon, Lord: wide Stanhope. 


Maine, E. S. 
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v. 


Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 


G. C. M. G. 
Shiſting Scenes 1 v. 
Malet, Lucas (Mrs, Mary St. 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 5 v. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. 


Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B. 
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary E. 

A Winter's Tale 1 v. — The Cedar 
Star 1 v. 


Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 
The Log of the Water Lily r v. 


Mark Twain: vide Twain. 


“Marmorne,” Author of: vide 
P. G. Hamerton. 
Marryat, Capt., t 1848. 

— Faithful (with Portrait) Y v. — 
ercival Keene 1 v. — Peter Simple 1 v. — 
aphet in Search of a Father r v. — 
fonsieur Violet 1 v. — The Settlers in 

Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1 v. — The 

Privateer's-Man 1 v. — The Children of 

the New-Forest 1 v. — Valerie 1 v. — 

Mr. Midshipman Easy r v. — The King's 

Own 1 v. 


Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 
Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Véronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods 1 v. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2v. — A Star and a Heart; An Utter Im- 
possibility 1 v. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — ** My 
own Child" 2 v. — Her Father's Name 
2v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson 1 v. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 


— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the | With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 


Tauchnitz Edition. 


Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
1 v. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin 1 v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 
— The Spirit World 1 v. — The Beautiful 
Soul 1 v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs 1 v. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 v. — A Passing Madness : v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire r v. — A Soul on 
Fire 1 v. — Iris the Avenger 1 v. 


Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 

T 1874. 
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
av. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v. 


Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal x v. — 
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice x v. — 
Dayspring 1 v. — Life's Aftermath r v. 
In the East Country 1 v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Vestal 1 v. — In 
Four Reigns 1 v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse 1 v. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. — 
Alma 1 v. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v. 
— The End Crowns All 1 v. — Winchester 
Meads 1 v. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winifrede's Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells 
1 v. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell 1 v. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v. 
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington 
Palace 1 v. — The White King's Daughter 
1 v. — The Master of the Musicians x v. 
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v, — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle 
Meadow x v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts 1 v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's 1 v. — The Parson's Daughter 
1 v. 

Mason, A. E. W. 

The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers x v. — Running Water rv. 
— The Broken Road 1 v. 
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Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 

Reeves). 
“Cherry Ripe!” 2 v. — “Land o' the 
Leal” 1 v. My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, ete. rv. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 
2 v. — Found Out 1 v. — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? 1 v. — The Fashion of this 
World (8o Pf.) —Blind Justice, and “Who, 
being dead, p Speaketh " x v. — What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
1 v. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v.— 
Cinders 1 v. — “Honey” 1 v. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt 1 v.— The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The 
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Ho!2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe 1 v. 

Maurier, George du, + 1896. 
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v. 
Maxwell, Mrs.:v. MissBraddon. 


Maxwell, W. B. 
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—The Guarded 
Flame 2 v. 
| *Mehalah, Author of: 
Baring-Gould. 


Melville, George J. Whyte, 

1 1878. 
Kate Coventry 1 v. — Holmby House 
2 v. — Digby Grand 1 v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 v. — The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
. or N. 1 v. — Contraband 1 v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Magie john 2 v. — 
Katerfelto 1 v. — Sister Louise x v. — 
Rosine 1 v. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. — Riding Recollections rv. 
Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol. 500); The New 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 


Morley (vol. 2000). 


Meredith, George. 
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage2 v. 
Meredith, Owen: wide Robert 


Lord Lytton. 


vide 
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Merrick, Leonard. 

The Man who was good x v. — This 
Stage of Fools 1 v. — Cynthia x v. — One 
Man's View 1 v. — The Actor-Manager 
1 v. — The Worldlings 1 v. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window 1 v. — Conrad in 
does of His Youth 1 v. — The Quaint 

ompanions 1 v. Whispers about Women 
1 v. — The House of Lynch 1 v. — The 
Man who Understood Women, and Other 
Stories 1 v. 

Merriman, Henry Seton, f 1903. 
Young Mistley x v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another 1 v. — With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In 
Kedar's Tents 1 v. — Roden's Corner 
x v. — TheIsle of Unrest 1 v. — The Velvet 
Glove x v. — The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories 1 v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 


Merriman, H.S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre. 
The Moncy-Spinner, etc. 1 v. 
Milne, James. 
The Epistles of Atkins r v. 
Milton, John, t 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 
* Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. 
“Molly Bawn,” Author of: 
Mrs. Hungerford. 


Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike 
1 v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
x v. — Transformed 1 v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. x v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales r v. 


Moore, Frank Frankfort. 

“I Forbid the Banns“ 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v. 
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.—A Damsel 
or Two 1 v. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman 1 v. — The White Causeway 1 v. 
— The Artful Miss Dill 1 v. — The Mar- 
riage Lease 1 v. — An Amateur Adven- 
turess 1 v. 


Moore, George. 


Celibates 1 v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v.— The Untilled Field x v. 


vide 


— Confessions of a Young Man 1 v. — The 
Lake x v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v. 
Moore, Thomas, f 1852. , 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 
Morgan, Lady, f 1859. 
Memoirs 3 v. 
Morley, Henry, f 1894. 
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) 1 v. 
Morris, William. 
A Selection from his Poems. 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer 1 v. 
Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. — A Child 
oí the Jago 1 v. — To London Town 1 v. 
— Cunning Murrell 1 v. — The Holeinthe 
Wall 1 v. — The Green Eye of Goona 1 v. 
— Divers Vanities x v. — [ier rtl Iv. 
Muirhead, James Fullarton. 
The Land of Contrasts 1 v. 
Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie. 
Rainbow Gold 2 v. 
Murray, Grenville: v. Grenville. 
“My Little Lady,” Author of: 
vide E. Frances Poynter. 
New Testament, the. 
The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 


the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) x v. 


Newby, Mrs. C. J. 
Common Sense 2 v. 
Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), f 1890. 
Callista x v. 
Nicholls, Mrs.: vide Currer Bell. 
*Nina Balatka," Author of: 
vide Anthony Trollope. 
“No Church,” Author of (F. 


Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen:—a Waif 2 v. 
Noel, Lady Augusta. 
From Generation to Generation 1 v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v. 


Edited 


— 


Norris, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 

My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Majorand Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's 1 v. — A Victim of Good Luck 
x v. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown 
1 v.— TheWidower v.—Giles Ingilby rv. 
— The Flower of the Flock r v. — His 
Own Father r v. — The Credit ofthe County 
1 v. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. — 
Nature's Comedian 1 v. — Nigel'sVocation 
1 v. — Barham of Beltana x v. — Harry and 
Ursula 1 v. — The Square Peg 1 v. — 
Pauline x v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

* Not Easily Jealous," Author of 

(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 
“Novels and Tales”: vide 
* Household Words." 
O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 
Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore : v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery 1 v. 


Oldmeadow, Ernest. 
Susan x v. 


Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 
Altiora Peto 2v. — Masollam 2 v. 
Oliphant, Mrs., 1 1897. 

The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family 1 v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert a v. — May 2 v. 
Innocent 2 v, — For Love and Life av. — 
A Rose in June x v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge 1 v. — 
Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Carità 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trust2 v. — It was a Lover and his Lass 
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3 Y. — The Ladies Lindores 3 v. — Hester 
Er — The Wizard’s Son 3 v. — A 

ountry Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours on the Green 1 v.—TheDuke's 
Daughter r v. — The Fugitives 1 v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen x v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 
2 v. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life 1 v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 


*One who has kept a Diary": 
vide George W. E. Russell. 


Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.). 
Baby Bullet 1 v. — Wild Justice 1 v. — The 
Motormaniacs 1 v. 


Ossian. 
The Poems of Ossian. 
James Macpherson 1 v. 


Ouida, f 1908. 

Idalia 2v. — Tricotrin 2v. — Puck 2v.— 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
1v. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes 1 v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes 1 v. — P. 2v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait) 

v. In a Winter City 1v. — Ariadné2 v.— 

riendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 v. — Bimbi 
1v. — Wanda 3v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories rv. — Princess Napraxine 5 v. — 
Othmar 5v. — A Rainy June (60Pf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.). A House Party 1 v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 v. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories 1 v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
1 v. — Two Offenders 1 v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. 1 v. — Toxin, and otber Papers 
1 v. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays 1 v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories 1 v. — The Waters of Edera 1 v. 
— Street Dust, and Other Stories x v. — 
Critical Studies 1 v. — Helianthus 2 v. 


*Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide 
* Roy Tellet." 
Parker, Sir Gilbert. 
The Battle of the Strong2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt x v. — 
The Seats of the Mighty 2 v.— The Weavers 
2 v. 


Translated by 
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Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
T 1900. 

Basil Godírey's Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar- 
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour 1 v. — 
Echoes of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe- 
rine's Trial 1 v. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner’s Wooing 
1 v. — Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire r v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox 1 v. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
1 v. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v. 

Paston, George. 

A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair 
Deceiver 1 v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la. 
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square r v. 
— The Grey Knight x v. 

Paul, Mrs.: vide Author of “Still 

Waters." 


* Paul Ferroll," Author of (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive), + 1873. 

Paul Ferroll 1 v. — Year after Year 1 v. 
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife x v. 

Payn, James, f 1898. 
Found Dead x v. — Gwendoline’s Har- 
vest 1 v. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 
1 v. — A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master 1 v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories x v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v, — 
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 v. — High Spirits 1 v. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) x v. — A Confidential 
Agent2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
1v. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me- 
mory 2 v. — The — Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections 1 v. — The Talk of the Town 
1 v. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir ofthe Ages2 v.— Holiday Tasks 
1 v. — Glow -Worm Tales (First Sertes) 
1 v. — Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series) 
1 v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will 
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones 1 v. — A Modern Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold 


2 v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v. — 
In Market Overt 1 v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
x v. — Another’s Burden etc. 1 v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran 1 v. 


Peard, Frances Mary. 
One Year2 v. — The Rose-Garden 1 v. — 
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis rv. — A 
Winter Story 1 v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories x v. — Cartouche 1 v. — 
Mother Molly 1 v. — Schloss and Town 
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours 1 v. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma- 
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna 
Teresa 1 v. — Number One and Number 
Two 1 v. — The Ring from Jaipur x v. 

Pemberton, Max. 
The Impregnable Cityrv. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt 1 v. — The Phantom Army 
1 v. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patrià 1 v. 
— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King 1 v. — The House under the Sea 1 v. 
— The Gold Wolf 1 v.— Doctor Xavier v. 
— Red Morn 1 v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v. 
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v, — My Sword 
for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 v. 
— The Diamond Ship 1 v. — The Lodestar 
1 v. — Wheels of Anarchy 1 v. — Love 
the Harvester 1 v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, T 1811. 
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 5v. 

Philips, F. C. 
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith rv. — 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and 
Three Jills x v. — Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtshiprv.—Social 
Vicissitudes 1 v. — Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. 
More Social Vicissitudes 1v. — Constance 
2 v. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc. 
1 v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, ètc. 1 v. — 
Black and White 1 v. — “Ono Never 
Knows" 2 v. — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus- 
band 1 v. — Mrs. Bouverie 1 v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories rv.— 
À Devil in Nun's Veiling 1 v. — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella 
1 v. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories 1 v. — Marriage, etc. 1 v. School- 
girls of To-day, etc. 1 v, — If Only, etc. 1 v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar- 
rister's Courtship 1 v. 


Tauchnits Edition. 


Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall. 
A Daughter's Sacrifice 1 v. — Margaret 
Byng 1 v. 

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills. 
The Fatal Phryne 1v. — The Scudamores 
1 v. — A Maiden Fair to Seer v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage 1 v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
1 v. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth 1 v.— The Striking Hours 
1 v. — The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. — 
The Golden Fetich x v. — The irlwind 
2 v. — The Human Boy Again r v. 

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett. 
The Sinews of War 1 v. — The Statue 1 v. 


Piddington, Miss: vide Author of 
“The Last of the Cavaliers.” 
Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), f 1849. 


Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram rz v. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. — 
Among the Hills r v. — Madame de 
Presnel r v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 

Zéro x v. — Affinities x v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), 1 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward 1 v. 

Prince Consort, the, 1 1861. 
His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) 1 v. 

Pryce, Richard. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections 1 v. — The 
—— Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the 
Woman zx v. 


Pym, Hor. N.: v. Caroline Fox. 
Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 
R. I. 
Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”). 
Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three 
Ships 1 v. — Dead Man's Rock 1 v. — Ia 


2nd other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars 
1 v. — The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v. 


— Fort Amity 1 v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Ma 

of Troy 1 v. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories 1 v. 
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Rae, W. Fraser, f 1905. 
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business of Travel 1v. 

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. 

* Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, + 1884. 

“It is never too late to mend” 2 v, — 

„Love me little, love me long' 1 v. — 

The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 

Cash 5 v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2v. — 

A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 

fington x v. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. — 

A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 

1v. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 

1 v. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v. 

“Recommended to Mercy,” 

Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 

Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 

“Brand” 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: v. Helen Mathers. 

Rhys, Grace. 

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of 

Sheila 1 v. 

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant. 

Richards, Alfred Bate, + 1876. 
So very Human 5 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761. 

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 v. Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, ‘W. Pett. 

Name of Garland x v. 

* Rita." 

Souls 1 v. — The Testers 1 v. — The Mas- 
ueraders 2 v. — Queer mim 2 v.— 
rince Charming 1 v. — e Pointing 

Finger 1 v. — A Manofno Importance r v. 

— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 

Iv. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 

vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: v;de Author of. 

* Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 


T 1853. 


Sermons 4 v. 
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Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 

Robinson, F.: v/de Author of 
* No Church." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 


Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) 1 v. 

Ross, Charles H. 
The Pretty Widow 1 v. — A London 
Romance 2 v. 

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville. 


Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, + 1882. 
Poems 1 v. — Ballads and Sonnets 1 v. 
*Roy Tellet." 
The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught oí 
Lethe 1 v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 
Ruffini, J., 1 1881. 
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio 1 v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni 1 v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1 v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories x v. 
Ruskin, John, f 1902. 
Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Lastand Munera Pulveris 1 v.— TheSeven 
Lamps of Architecture (with r4 Illustra- 
tions) x v. — Mornings in Florence 1 v. 
Russell, W. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The “ Lady 
Maud" 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 
Russell, George W. E. 
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who haskepta Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book r v. 
Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 
Saunders, John. 
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v. 
Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 
Cooper). 
joan Merryweather, and other Tales 
1 v. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 
1v. — The High Mills2 v. — Sebastian 1 v. 
Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 
T 1903. 

My Official Wife 1 v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing 1 v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
1 v. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. — Checked 


Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. 


Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends2 v.—The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki 1 v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land 1 v. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 
Waverley (with Portrait) 1 v. — The 
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil- 
worth 1 v. — Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old 
Mortality 1 v. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy 1 v. — The Pirate 1 v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor t v. — The Heartof Mid- 
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery x v. — The 
Abbot 1 v. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock 1 v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of 
Geierstein 1 v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R, M.A., Poss 
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 v. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land 1 v. — Goethe 1 v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906. 

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, f 1616. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v. 

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at ff 0,30. each number. 
Sharp, William, f 1905: v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Macleod and 
Swinburne. 


Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822. 
A Selection from his Poems 1 v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), + 1388. 
Shut up in Paris 1 v. 

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 

T 1816. 
The Dramatic Works r v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 

John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise 1 v. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B. 
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 5 v. 

Smedley, F. E.: vide Author of 


* Frank Fairlegh." 


Smollett, Tobias, f 1771. 
Roderick Random r v. — Humphry 
Clinker 1 v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v. 

* Society in London," Author of. 


Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident 1 v. 

Somerville, E. CE, & Martin 
Ross. 


Naboth's Vineyard x v, — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 
“Spanish Brothers, the,” Author 
of 
The Spanish Brothers 2 v. 
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 
1875. 
The History of England 7 v. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 
Stanton, Theodore (Am.). 
A Manual of American Literature 1 v. 
Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God 1 v. 
Steevens, G. W., + 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith r v. 
Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 
Tristram Shandy rv. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v. 
Stevenson, Robert Louis, 1 1894. 
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. — 
Kidnapped 1 v. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
The Master of Ballantrae 1 v.— The Merry 
Men, etc. 1 v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v. 
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. 
Catriona 1 v. — Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies r v. 
“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. 
Paul). 
Still Waters x v. — Dorothy 1 v. — De 
Cressy 1 v. — Uncle Ralph r v. — Maiden 
Sisters 1 v. Martha Brown tv.— Vanessa 
rv. 
Stirling, M. C.: vide G. M. Craik. 
Stockton, Frank R. (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v. 
Story of a Penitent Soul, the,“ 
Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v. 
“Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author 


of: vide Miss Thackeray. 
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Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), f 1896. 

Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 

A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. — Dred 

2 v. — The Minister's Wooing r v. — Old- 

town Folks 2 v. 

“Sunbeam Stories," Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackarness. 


Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 


1745. 
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v. 
Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 
T 1909. 
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
pow — — Love's Cross-Currents x v. 
— lard and Mary Stuart 1 v. 
Symonds, John Addington, 
1893. 
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian 
Sketches 1 v. 
Tallentyre, S. G.: v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 


Tasma. 


| Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v. 


Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 
Cyrilla2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2v. — At Odds 2 v. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 5 v. 

Templeton: wide Author of 

* Horace Templeton." 


Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), 1892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
1 v. — Harold x v. — Becket; The Cup; 
The Falcon 1 v. — e re, EN , sixty 
Yearsafter; The Promise of May; Tiresias 
and other Poems rv. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William  Make- 

peace, f 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists ofthe Eighteenth 
Century 1 v. — The Newcomes 4v. — The 
Virginians 4 v. — The Four Georges; 
Lovelthe Widower 1 v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
1 v. — The Irish Sketch Book 2v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v, 


Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Village 
on the Cliff 1 v. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories 1 v. — 
Five Old Friends x v. — Miss Angel 1 v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales 1 v. — 
FulhamLawn, and other Tales 1v. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays 1 v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales 1 v. — Madame 
de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson’s Divagations 1 v. — A Book 
of Sibyls 1 v. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 v. 


Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 


Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 
Thomson, James, f 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) t v. 


“Thoth,” Author of. 
Thoth 1 v. 


“Tim,” Author of. 


Tim 1 v. 
Trafford, F. G.: v. Mrs. Riddell. 


Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 


George Otto. 
The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 


Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville: 
Murray. 


Trollope, Anthony, + 1882. 
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 
2 v. — The W. 
Towers2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
WestIndies 1 v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 
— North America 3 v. — Orley Farm 3 v. 
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington E — Can you forgive her? 

v. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 

alatka 1 v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 5 v.—The Claverings2v. — Phineas 
Finn 5v. — He knew he was right 3v. — 
TheVicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — ich 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralpi 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere 1 v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we 
live now 4 v. — The Prime Minister 4 v. — 
The American Senator 3 v. — South Africa 
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2v.— Is He Popenjoy? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye v. — John Caldigate 3 v. — in 
Henry 1 v. — The Duke's Children 3 v. — 
Dr. Wortle’s School 1 v. — Ayala’s TS 
3v. —The Fixed Period r v. — Marion Fay 
2v. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories x v. — La Mére 
Bauche, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories 1 v. — 
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man's 
Love 1 v. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1802. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 
— A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
1 v. — A Girl of the Multitude 1 v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L, 

Clemens) (Am.). 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v. — 
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New 
Pilgrims' Progress2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — “Roughing it" r v. — The In- 
nocents at Home x v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. 1 v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
1 v. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant 1 v. — The £ 1000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson 1 v. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Double-Bar- 


$ 30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories 1 v. — 
Christian Science 1 v. 

“Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos 1 v. 

Vachell, Horace Annesley. 
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v. — 
Her Son t v. The Hill 1 v. — The Waters 
of Jordan 1 v. 

* Venus and Cupid," Author of. 
Venus and Cupid 1 v. 

Vera, Author of. 

Véra 1 v. — The Hótel du Petit St. 
Jean 1 v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. —Ninette 1 v. 
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Victoria R. I. 
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 K v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v. 
*Virginia," Author of. 
Virginia 1 v. 
Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 
With Zola in England 1 v. 
Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2v. — Cousins 
2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget 1 v. 
Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 
Russia 3 v. 
Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 
Warburton, Eliot, 3 
The Crescent and the ss 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 
Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve 
v. — MissBretherton r v. — Marcella 5 v. 
ie Costrell 1 v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v. 
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick's Career 2 v.— Diana Mallory 2 v. 
Warner, Susan wide: W etherell. 


Warren, Samuel, t 1877. 
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then 
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee rv. 


“Waterdale Neighbours, the,” 
Author of: v. Justin McCarthy. 


Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 
Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. 1 v. — The War 
ofthe Worlds 1 v.— The Invisible Man 1 v. 
— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau 1 v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes 1 v. Tales of Space and Time x v. 
— The Plattner Story, and Others rv. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—The Wheels 
of Chance 1 v. — Anticipations 1 v. — The 
First Men in the Moon 1 v.— The Sea Lady 
1 v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve 
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of 
the Gods x v. — A Modern Utopia 1 v. — 
Kipps2 v.—In the Days of the Comet 1 v.— 
The Future in America 1 v. — New Worlds 
for Old x v. — The War in the Air 1 v. 


Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte 2 v. 
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Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 


Warner) (Am.), f 1885. 
The wide, wide World x v. — Queechy 
2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 


Weyman, Stanley J. 
The House of the Wolf 1 v. — The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v, — The Man in Black r v. — 
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 v. From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France 1 v. The Red Cockade 2 v. 
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 
— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways 1 v. — The Long Night 2 v. 

Te Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender x v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 


“Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences," Author of. j 

A Whim, and its Consequences rz v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

White, Percy. 
Mr. Bailey-Martin rv.-The West End 2v. 
—The New Christians 1 v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Countess and The King's Diary 1 v. 
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter 1 v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man r v. — Mr. Par Strood 
1 v. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
1 v. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 
The Island; or, An Adventure oí a Per- 
son of Quality 1 v. — No. 5 JohnStreetrz v. 
The Life of Paris 1 v.-TheYellowVan 1 v. 
— Ring in the New 1 v. — All Moonshine 
I v. 

Whitman, Sidney. 
Imperial Germany 1 v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs r v. — Teuton Studies 
1 v. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman xv. 
— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman 1 v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author’ 


of: vide Mrs. Jenkin, 
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Whyte Melville, 
vide Melville. 


Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 
Timothy’s Quest 1 v. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences 1 v. — Penelope's Irish Experi- 
ences 1 v. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
1 v. — The Affair at the Inn 1 v. (By K, D: 
Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River 1 v. — 
New Chronicles of Rebecca 1 v. 

Wilde, Oscar. 

The Picture of Dorian Gray x v. — De Pro- 
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
1 v. — A House of Pomegranates 1 v. — 
Lord Arthur Savile's Crime, and Other 
Prose Pieces 1 v. 

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.). 
Pembroke 1 v. — Madelon x v. Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v. 


Williamson, C. N. & A. M. 
The Lightning Conductor 1 v. 
Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips. 
Winter, Mrs. J. S. 
Regimental Legends r v. 
Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
*Buried Alone." 


Wood, H. F. 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), f 1887. 

East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner's Pride 5 v.— The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2v. — Elster's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 v. — Orville College 1 v.— 
A Life’s Secret 1 v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 v. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2v.— The Foggy Night at Offord; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night- Walk 
over the Mill Stream 1 v. — Within the 
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger 1 v.— 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 

ohnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and 
er Tales 1 v.—A Tale of Sin, and Other 
Tales 1 v. — Anne, and Other Tales : v. — 


George J.: 
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The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other 
Tales 1 v. — Helen Whitney’s Wedding, 
and Other Tales 1 v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales 1 v. 


Woodroffe, Daniel. 
Tangled Trinities 1 v. — The Beauty-Shop 
1 


v. 

Woods, Margaret L. 
A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga- 
bonds 1 v. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader 1 v. 

Wordsworth, William, f 1850. 
Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, f 1865. 
Wild Oats 1 v. 

Yates, Edmund, t 1894. 
Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 v. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 v. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 v. — Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 v. — The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks x v. — A Silent Witness 
2y.— 1 and Experiences 2 v. 

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats. 


Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 
The Heir of Redclyfte 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 v. — The Clever Woman of the Family 
2 v. — The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 
— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and 
the Page 1 v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2v. — Thetwo Guardians 1 v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides 
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman- 
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses 1 v. — That Stick 1 v. — 
Grisly Grisell 1 v. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modern Broods 1 v. 

“Young Mistley, Author of: 

vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zangwill, I. 

Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v. 

3 

The World and a Man 2 v. 


Ea 


»] 


Series for the Young. 


30 Volumes. 


Published with Continental Copyright on the same 


conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors. Vide P. J. 
— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 


Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About:— 1 v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 

T 1880. 

Ministering Children x v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),+ 1887. 
Our Year 1 v. — Three Tales for Boys 
1 v. — Three Tales for Girls x v. 


Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales v. 
Edgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 
Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 
Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 
T 1877. 
The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy- 
Tales 1 v. 


Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare r v. 
Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 
Masterman Ready 1 v. 


Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 


Rex and Regina 1 v. 


Montgomery, Florence. 
The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball 1 v. 


Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1v. 


Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 
William Allair 1 v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester’s Word 1 v. — The 
Stokesley Secret 1 v. — Countess Kate 1 v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office 1 v. — Henrietta's Wish 
1i v. — Kings of England 1 v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1 v. 
—P’sandQ’s1 v.—AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History 1 v. — Bye- Words rv.— 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. r v. 


Collection of German Authors. 
51 Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universal 


copyright. 


These volumes may be imported into any country. 


— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 


Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 
On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3v. — 
Brigitta 1 v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2v. — Homo Sum 2v. — The Sisters [Die 


Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 


Fouqué, De la Motte, f 1843. 


Undine, Sintram, etc. 1 v. 


Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876. 
Poems (Second Edition) x v. 


Górlach, Wilhelm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) 1 v. 


Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 
Faust 1 v. — Wilhelm Meister’s Ap- 
prenticeship 2 v. 

Gutzkow, Karl, 1 1878. 
Through Night to Light x v. 

Hackländer, F. W., f 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel 
Wandel] 1 v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, t 1827. 
Three Tales 1 v. 

Heyse, Paul. 
L'Arrabiata, etc. 1 v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. 1 v. — Barbarossa, etc. 1 v. 

Hillern, Wilhelmine von. 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] : 
1 v. — The Hour will come 2 v. 


und 
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Kohn, Salomon. 


Gabriel x v. 


Lessing, G. E., f 1781. 
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti 1 v. 


Lewald, Fanny, f 1889. 
Stella 2 v. 


Marlitt, E., f 1887. 
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 v. 


Nathusius, Maria, 
= v. Kamern, 
oor Young Lady 1 v. 


1857. 
Diary of a 


Reuter, Fritz, + 1874. 
In the Year ’13 x v. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v. 
Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), 1 1825. 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v. 
Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 
Ekkehard 2 v. 
Taylor, George. 
Klytia 2 v. 
Zschokke, Heinrich, t 1848. 


The Princess of Brunswick- Wolfen- 
büttel, etc. 1 v. 


Students’ Series for School, College, and Home. 


Ausgaben 
mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special- Wörterbüchern. 
Br. = Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 


Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
T 1873. 
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff. Br. & 0,50. Kart. # 0,60. 


Burnett, Frances Hodgson 
(Am.). 

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 

Groth. Br. 41,50 . 1,60. — An- 

merkungen und Wörterbuch. Br. o, 40. 

rewe. Von Bertha Connell. Br. 

M 0,50. Kart. & 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Wörterbuch. Br. 4 0,40. 


Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 
The Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). on Dr. Ludwig Herrig. Br. 
4% 1,00. Kart. 1,10. 
Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 
T 1887. 
A Hero. A. Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 


Otto Dost. Br. & o, So. Kart.  0,90.— 
Wörterbuch. Br. 4 0,40. 


Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. & 1, 20. Kart. 1,30. 
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. Ar, 40. Kart. 41,50.— Wörter- 
buch (First and Second Series). Br. At, oo. 
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
G. Tanger. . 1,00, Kart. H 1,10. 


Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), + 1880. 


The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. A. 
Conrad. Br. 4 1,70. Kart. # 1,80. 


Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
ackanapes. Von Æ. Roøs. Br. 0,50. 
art. f 0,60. — Wörterbuch. Br. .# 0,20. 
The Brownies; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Muller. Br. & o, bo. 
Kart. o,o. Wörterbuch Br. o, 30. 
Timothy’s Shoes; An Idyll of the 
Wood; Benjyin Beastland. Von E. Roos. 


Br. 4 0,70. Kart. 0,80. — Wörter- 
buch. Br. 0,30. 
Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 
t 1790. 


His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. cir! A er pion 
(1706—1730). Br. T, oo. Kart. 1, o. 

II. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis 
1787). Mit einer Beigabe: The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. 1 1,20. Kart. 1,30. 


Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C. 
Balzer. Br. 40,70. Kart. A o, So. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 


Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G. 
Tanger. Br. & 1,40. Kart. & 1,50. 


Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
T 1864. 

Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 

E. Roos. Br. # 0,70. Kart. . G 0,80. — 

Anmerkungen und Wörterbuch. Br. 40,40. 
Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 

Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. 7. 

Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. 4 B. Kart. 

3,20. Part I. apart. r. 4 1,70. 

Kart. 41,80. Part. II. apart. Br. , 30. 

Kart. & 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 


worth (Am.), 1 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. Æ. 
Varnhagen. 2 Bände. Br. 2,00. 
Kart. 2,20. 1. Band apart. Br. & 1,00. 
Kart. & 1,10. 2. Band apart. Br. 1,00. 
Kart. r, 10. 
Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 
England before the Restoration. (Histo: 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W. 
Jhne. Br. 0,70. Kart. 0,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
Dr. V. June. Br. & 1,00. Kart. . 1,10. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt. Br. Ar, oo. 
Kart. 1, 10. 

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum. Br. M 1,40. Kart. 1,50. 

Ranke’s History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. 
Br. o, 60. Kart. 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. Br. 4 1,50. 
Kart. 1,60. 

McCarthy, Justin. 

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32—35 of “A 
History of our own Times.") Von Dr. A. 
Hamann. Br. M 0,60. Kart. A 0,70. 


— Wörterbuch. Br. Æ 0,20. 


Tauchnits Edition. Students’ Series, Manuals. 


Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
A 1,60. Kart. & 1,70. — Wörterbuch. 
Br. 0,40. 


Scott, Sir Walter, 1 1832. 

The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel. 
Br. 1,60. Kart.. 1,70. 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. Lósckhorn. Br. 4 1,50. 
Kart. & 1,60. — Würterbuch. Br. o, 50. 

Tales ofa Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H. Lóschhorn. Br. .4 1,70. 
Kart. & 1,80. 


Shakespeare, William, f 1616. 
Twelfth Night; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. G 1,40. Kart. 41,50. 

ulius Cæsar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt. Br. M 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10. 

Macbeth. Von Dr./mmanuel Schmidt. 
Br. 4 1,00. Kart. & 1,10. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

T 1875. 
Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713—1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. & 1,20. 
Kart. . & 1,50. 

The Seven Years’ War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummacher. Br. 4 1,20. Kart. 1,30. 


Tennyson, Alfred Lord, f 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. & 0,70. Kart. 
A 0,80. — Wörterbuch. Br. 4 0,20. 


Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
arty Diamond. Von George Boyle. 
Br. M 1,20. Kart. # 1,30. 


Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von E. Roos. Br. . 0,90. Kart. 
4 1,00. — Wörterbuch. Br. o, 20. 


Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 
Each Volume, bound 4 2,25. 


Für Deutsche. 


For English students. 


Englische Conversationssprache von | German Language of Conversation 


A. Schlessing. 4. Stereotypaufl. 
Franzósische Conversationssprache 
von Z. Rollin, 2. Stereotypaufl. 
Russische Conversationssprache 
von Dr. Z. Kotransky. 


by A. ScAlessing. 
A l'usage des étudiants français. 


Conversation Allemande par MM. 
L. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber, 
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Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 


For sale and for use in all countries. 


Crown 8vo. 

English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Forty-first Edition, 
entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed fé 4,50. Bound 
in cloth .4 5,00. Bound in half-morocco & 5,50. 

English-French and French-English. (JAMES & Mork.) Seventeenth, 
entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed .f 5,00. Bound é 6,00. 

English-Italian and Italian-English. (JAMES & GRASSI.) Thirteenth 
Edition. Sewed # 5,00. Bound in half-morocco .# 6,25. 

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 
in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modern 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed # 29,00. 
Bound in cloth & 32,00. Bound in half-morocco & 33, 50. 

Vol. I. Francais-Allemand-Anglais. grème Edition. Avec un grand 
Supplément de 1901. Broché # 10,00. Relié en toile & 11,00. Relié en 
demi-maroquin & 11,50. Supplément séparément & 2,00. 

Vol. II. English-German-French. sth Edifiíon. With a large Supple- 


ment published in 1902. Sewed & 10,00. Bound in cloth & 11,00. Bound, 


in half-morocco #4 11,50. Supplement separately & 2,00. 

Vol. III. Deutsch-Englisch-Franzósisch. 5. Auflage. Mit einem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. 49,00. Geb. in Leinen & 10,00. Geb. in 
Halbfrz. & 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln & 1,00. 

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Bound 2,25. Sewed .# 1,50. 

These Dictionartes are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date. 
English-German and German-English. TZhirtieth Edition. 
English-French and French-English. TZhirty-first Edition. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Zwenty-second Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Zwenty-ninth Edition. 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fifteenth Edition. 
Franzósisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzósisch. Elfte Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Achte Auflage. 
Espagnol-Frangais et Frangais-Espagnol. Cinquième Edition. 


Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (KOIRANSKY.) 
5. Auflage. Br. 3,00. Geb. 4,00. Geb. in Halbmarokko . 5,50. 


— I & BULLE.) 
i Biblioteka Glówna UMK ch. 18,00. 
R ) 2 Bünde. 


Pi TE | | TUA MI ko 4% 20,50. 
2: 0 Nee 


Ha 300000832294 „ völlig neu 
angepasste 
: a MÀ à 
Handbuch der Fremdwörter. (WEBER.) 17. Auflage. Br. 4% 3,00. 


BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG. 
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Latest Volumes. — May 1909. 


- The Gorgeous Isle. By GER- 


TRUDE ATHERTON. I v.- 4093. 


In this quasi-historical West-Indian 
romance Mrs. Atherton has succeeded 
well in depicting the tropical luxuriousness 
of life—both animate and inanimate—of 
Nevis—probably the most beautiful island 
in the world. The human problem in the 
story is also excellently handled. 


Mamma. By RHODA BROUGH- 
TON. 1 vol.- 4094. 


A modern family romance, containing 
some excellent portraits and much of that 
keen humour which is one of the features 
of Miss Broughton’s work. 


A House of Pomegranates. 
By Oscar WILDE. I v.- 4095. 


This volume by the famous author of 
The Picture of Dorian Gray contains 
several allegorical tales and is replete with 
the sense of beauty which makes Oscar 
Wilde’s books such charming reading. 


Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, 
and Other Prose Pieces. By 


Oscar WiLDE. 1 vol.-4096. 


This, the fourth volume by Oscar Wilde 
to be published in the Tauchnitz Edition, 
shows the author as a humorous investi- 
gator into things human. The last articles 
of the series are of a much more serious 
nature, and one in particular shows the 
wide range of Mr. Wilde’s reading. 


The War in the Air. By 
H. G. WELLS. 1 vol.- 4097. 


Once more we see Mr. Wells in his 
róle of expounder of the problematic and 
untested future. His air-battles are thrill- 
ing, and with his true artist’s instinct he 
has made the central of his drama 
a quite harmless and ordinary specimen of 
the Cockney type. 


Helianthus. By Ouma. 2 v. 
4098/99. 


This is a posthumous, not quite com- 
pleted work by the great and world-re- 
nowned authoress, and as such will be of 
especial interest to all readers as the last 
conception of her prolific brain. 


Katherine the Arrogant. By 


B. M. CROKER. 1 vol.-4100. 
Mrs. Croker, who has travelled and 
seen much in many parts and corners of 
the world, always relies on her own per- 
sonal observations for her description of 
places and things. The Swiss scenes, and 
others, depicted in this book will be readily 
— and remembered by many. 


The Blotting Book. By E. 


F. BENSON. 1 vol.- 4101. 

In this book Mr. Benson has made a 
new departure. The story is a dramatic 
and sensational elucidation of a crime, 
cleverly planned, and still more cleverly 
discovered. Throughout this entertaining 
story the author shows himself at his best. 


The Old Wives’ Tale. By 
ARNOLD BENNETT. 2 vols. 


4102/3. 

This is a romance and tale of “Thé 
Five Towns." Few writers could have 
described three generations of people with 
the insight into human nature which Mr. 
Bennett evidences in this powerful story. 


The Royal End. By Henry 


HARLAND. I vol.- 4104. 


This is another of Mr. Harland’s de- 
lightful Italian romances, replete with 
charming and dainty pictures of the 
scenery and life of the coun and its 
people, as also of that part of the United 
States known as “New England." The 
heroine, and her romantic adventures, 
will appeal to every reader. 


Green Ginger. By ARTHUR 
MORRISON. 1 vol.- 4105. 

A collection of short tales, chiefly of 

a humorous nature, and mostly dealing 

with Essex county and its cunning in- 

habitants, each story proving anew the 


author’s well-known versatility and de- 
scriptive power. 


Halfway House. By MAURICE 


HEWLETT. 2 vols.- 4106/7. 
This is a romance of modern English 
life and people, but as full as are all Mr. 
Hewlett’s novels, of the glamour of love 
and the incidents that that human failing 
may lead to. r 


Latest Volumes. 


Brothers All. By MAARTEN 
MAARTENS. I vel. 4100. 
This new volume by a favourite author 
contains a number of clever sketches of 
Dutch life, and redounds with Maarten 
Maartens’s invariable keen iusight into the 
working of the minds of man and woman. 


A Manual of American 
Literature. Edited by 
THEODORE STANTON, Master 
of Arts of Cornell University, 
in Collaboration with Mem- 
bers of the Faculty of that In- 


stitution. 1 vol. - 4000. 

The publication of this memorial 
volume ot the Tauchnitz Edition has been 
unavoidably delayed till now owing to the 
praiseworthy desire of the collaborators to 
bring it in every respect completely up to 
date. It includes critical studies of every 
American writer of note—whether novel- 
ist, historian, or journalist—since the birth 
of American Literature, and the various 
collaborators deserve infinite credit for the 
conscientious care with which they have 
compiled the volume. 


May 1909. 


An Incompleat Etonian. 
FRANK DANBY. 2 v.-4100| 
A new story of modern life and 
acter by the author of “The Hed 
a Child." The gifted young Etoy 
growth and development, as well 4 
difficult relations towards his parents 
well described. 


Pomp and Circumstay 
By DOROTHEA GERARD ( 
DAME LONGARD DE I4 


GARDE. I vol.- 4111. 
Madame de Longard, who w 
gives us tales of Galician or Austria 
here once more proves her versatilif 
knowledge of English society life 
novel which shows up the hollow 
political intrigue in a marked degreé¢ 


Lady Windermere’s ] 
By OSCAR WILDE. 1 v.-4 

Lady Windermere's Fan“ is th 
volume of the series of Oscar W 
works now being published in the T 
nitz Edition. The play is as popul 
Germany and other continental cout 
as in England. 


Just published; price, bound in cloth, , 5,00. 
A eomplete and modernised 
Dictionary of the English and German Language 
By WILLIAM JAMES. Forty-first Edition. 


1136 triple-column pages. 


This new edition has been entirely rewritten and enlarged by 11$ triple-colul 
pages, The editors have brought the work completely up to date as regards spell 
and pronunciation, and in the choice of words, phrases, and expressions as usedi 
both sides of the Atlantic. It is further improved by the inclusion throughout of 
planatory synonyms wherever à word has more than one meaning. 


Uniform with the-above: 


Dietionary of the English and Freneh Languages. By] 
JAMES and A. Mork. Entirely modernised, revised, and greatly 
larged. 1236 triple-column pages. Price, bound in cloth, M 6,008 
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The Tauchnitz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers aj 
Railway Libraries on the Continent, price Mb 1,60. or 2 fram 
per volume: A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz Edition 
attached to this work. 


